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LITTLE JEANNETON'S WORK. 

A Chronicle of Breton Life. 



CHAPTER I. 

Thou shoreless flood — which, in thy ebb and flow, 
Claspest the limits of mortality ! 

— Shelley, 
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CHAPTER I. 

TlMI?a CHANGES. 

' TT7ELL ! ' said old Madame Levellec, the house- 
keeper at the Castle of Kerl^onik, one of the 
most famous of Brittany's many famous Castles, Uhis 
has hideed been a fatiguing day/ 

The remark was made in an undertone, and might 
have been intended more as a soliloquy, than for tho 
benefit of the little group of servants who surrounded 
the worthy old dame. That they fully endorsed her 
sentiments, as to the day's hardships, was probable, 
from the fact that they sat about the great kitchen in a 
listless, purposeless fashion, not having taken the trouble 
even to light the candles in the iron sockets, which 
were against the walls, contenting themselves with the 
light which fell from the bundle of faggots recently 
thrown upon the hearth, which illuminated the old oak 
furniture with a strange glow, and threw out in 
fantastic shadows upon the ceiling, the forms of those 
who warmed themselves at the bright fire. 

These were five in number, reposing, like weary people, 
upon the wooden benches: Marianne, the cook, and 



Digitized by VjjOOQIC 



TIME'S CHANGES, 



Yvonne, the housemaid, and Margot, the scnllery-maid, 
and Herv^, the coachman, and a little boy of fifteen, named 
Loie, whose duties were not particularly well defined, 




and who therefore was somewhat the drudge of the 
other servants. 

Madame Levellec, in deference to her exalted position, 
sat, of course, in the arm-chair, which it was one of 
Loie's duties always to place for her at a proper angle 
of the chimney comer. 

But on this day of bustle and excitement, upon which 
our story begins, Loie had been too much occupied else- 
where to give a thought to the housekeeper's comforts, 
and the good dame herself was so heated by her 
numerous walks from one end of the huge castle to the 
other, that she sank down wearily into her chair near 
the window, its usual place during the day-time, and, 
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TIME'S CHANGES. 



fanning herself vigorously with her pocket-handkerchief, 
gave utterance to the ejaculation aforesaid, 'this has 
indeed been a fatiguing day.' 

* You may well say that, Madame Levellec,* said the 
cook ; 'but it is not one day only that has been fatigu- 
ing — fifteen would be more like the truth. Think of 
the last days of the old Baroness ; of the watching, after 
her death; of getting the Castle ready to receive the 
Baron and his friends ; and then of the funeral feast ! 
And such a feast ! All the nobility of the country to 
be entertained. Let us hope there is a little rest in 
store for us now ! ' 

* Rest ! ' echoed Madame Le vellec, 
in a most dismal tone, ' Rest, indeed ! 
Who can think of such a thing ? 
To-night, perhaps, we may be able 
to get some repose, but to-morrow 
everything in the Castle must be 
turned topsy-turvy. How can it be 
otherwise in a place where nothing 
has been altered in any way for more 
than two hundred years ? Of course 
it is all the old Baroness' fault. 
Why did she send her son to Court? Because she 
thought, forsooth, that a Kerl^onik's place must be near 
the King. As if the place of a good landlord ought not 
to be in the midst of his tenants, upon his own lands ! 

^The Kerl^oniks ought to stay at home, and the 
King could get on very well without them, considering 
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6 TIME'S CHANGES, 

he had to do so for twenty years — that is, from the time 
our late Baron died until this one was sent off to Court 
by his mother. However, she chose to do it, and he liked 
it, and chose, in his turn, to stay there. As you all know, 
he was not even here to close his mother's eyes, which 
was the duty of a gentleman and a Christian.' 

' And now,' said Marianne, * of course we shall have a 
new-fashioned kind of master, who will be a stranger in 
his own country ; even during the short time he was 
here he seemed to think everything was very strange — 
our dress, our customs, even our language. Ah! 
we shall soon see new things and new people at 
Kerl^onik.' 

* New people ! ' said little Loie. * Shall we, then, be 
sent away ? ' 

* Perhaps it would be too much to say that,' replied 
Madame Levellec. * The young Baron began by asking 
me very politely (oh, what polite ways they learn at 
Court !) to keep the keys and retain the management of 
the household ; in fact, he went so far as to say that it 
would be impossible to find anyone to understand and to 
fulfil the duties as I have done. But, on the other hand, 
I know that a cook is coming from Versailles, and the 
young Baroness intends bringing her own maid with 
her; besides these, I have heard rumours of numer- 
ous other servants who are to come to the Castle. 
We shall knotv more to-morrow, I dare say, for Mon- 
sieur Lorhan, the steward, is to be here to see about the 
arrangements — the rf/aarrangements, I ought to say. 
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TIME'S CHANGES. 7 

We shall hear then, how many rooms will have to he 
set in order/ 

' How many rooms ! ' exclaimed Yvonne, in melan- 
choly tones, as visions of hard work rose before her. 
'Will there be so many more people in the Castle 
then?* 

* In any case there must be more than in the old days, 
when the poor old Baroness lived quite alone,' answered 
the housekeeper, peevishly. * To begin with, there is the 
Baron, then there is the Baroness, and the little Baron, 
who was bom on St. John the Evangelist's day last year, 
and then there is the little Baroness, who must be ten or 
twelve years old, and with her, of course, comes her 
governess. They will all be here in less than a fort- 
night, and everything must be got ready for them.' 

' Why are they in such a hurry to come now, when 
they never came during the old Baroness' life ? ' asked 
little Loie. 

* They did not come then because the Baroness would 
not hold a Court ; and they come now because the Baron 
wishes to know something about his estate ; and, besides 
this, people do not go to Court when they are in 
deep mourning, and I dare say Madame thinks that, 
under these circumstances, she may as well be here as 
where they are. However, they know their own affairs 
best. All we have to do is to see that the Castle is in 
good order for their reception. But now, to bed ! It is 
getting late. There will be work for all of us in the 
morning. The steward will arrive before the Angelus.' 
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8 TIME'S CHANGES, 

Madame Levellec rose majestically, and gave the 
signal for departure. Margot took a burning brand from 
the hearth and lit the candles. Each of the servants 
followed her example, and they all went quietly and 
thoughtfully to bed; for somehow a feeling of sadness 
had come into the heart of everyone of them, which had 
been sent there by Madame Levellec's news — that sooner 
or later there would be great changes in the Castle, and 
that servants, fresh from Versailles and all its luxuries, 
would take the place of the faithful retainers of the dead 
Baroness. 




Digitized by VjjOOQIC 



CHAPTER II. 

Good love, howe'er ill-placed, 
Is better for a man's soul in the end 
Than if he loved ill what deserves love weU. 

— E. B. Brotvninff. 
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II 



CHAPTER IT. 



SfTEEP AND A SHEPHERDESS, 

rpHERE is a pleasant spot in Brittany, not far from 
the old Castle of Kerleonik, which is known hy the 
name of Pierres Lotigtces, and is the favourite resort 
of shepherds and shepherdesses with their flocks; it 
does not matter how large the flocks 
may he, there is no fear hut that there 
will he fodder enough for them on 
those open undulating slopes, where the 
hright green grass seems in spring-time 
and summer to he literally sown with 
golden furze and sweet wild flowers of 
all kinds. 

The long pointed stones which gave 
their name {Pierres Longues) to this 
calm retreat, had heen there for cen- 
turies, dating hack from the old Druidical days of which 
the Breton lore tells such marvellous tales. Some of 
them still stood upright, pointing towards the sunny sky ; 
others lay upon the ground, covered with wreaths of 
sweet-brier and bramble. 
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12 SHEEP AND A SHEPHERDESS. 

On one of these, a day or two after that most fatigu- 
ing day at the Castle upon which Madame Levellec 
had dwelt so pathetically, a young shepherdess, named 
Jeannette, sat with her spinning-wheel. Her crook was 
by her side ; not that she oyer needed to use it, for the 
sheep under her care were sensible animals, and never 
cared to wander far from the pleasant meads of Pierres 
Longues. 

Had they been minded to do so, the dog Cyrus, who 
had nothing in the world to do but to watch them, would 
liave soon put a stop to any such attempt on their 
part. 

And as it may be wondered why, in this simple 
Breton country, a dog should be found bearing the name 
of the great Persian king, it may be as well at once to 
offer an explanation. The grandfather of the present 
Baron of Kerl^onik had owned a splendid bloodhound 
whom he called Cyrus, and since then, for fifty years, 
half the farmers' dogs had rejoiced in the honour of 
being named after the old favourite at the 
Castle. 

Jeannette was the youngest daughter of a farmer who 
lived at the Chestnut Farm, one of the dependencies of 
Kerl^onik. She was a bright-looking girl of about 
fifteen, dark and thin, and, it must be confessed, some- 
what untidy in appearance. Her long hair hung loosely 
down her back, it was only on ffete days that it was 
drawn neatly up under her white cap with the large 
wings, when she also donned her bright blue and red 
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SHEEP AND A SHEPHERDESS, 13 

skirt, and the black cloth jacket turned back and adorned 
with velvet. 

When she was with her sheep, and Cyrus for her only 
companion, Jeannette was attired in a coarse petticoat and 
a rough cape, whilst her bare feet were shod only by some 
large sabots lined with straw ; and, thus equipped, the girl 
bore cold and heat, rain and sunshine, with as much 
philosophy as the renowned Cyrus himself, and there she 
woxdd sit as gay as a lark, singing the old songs of her 
country, and laughing at the echoes of her voice amid 
the distant rocks. She was a laughter-loving maiden ; 
but on this spring morning she neither laughed nor sang, 
her distaff had fallen to the ground and lay at her feet, 
her chin rested on her hand, her elbow on the stone on 
which she sat, and there passed over her face from time 
to time an expression that had in it something of 
mingled sadness and ennui. She was soon, however, 
roused from her dreams, whatever they may have 
been. 

* Halloo, Jeannette ! ' cried a voice, which caused her 
to start from her seat ; * what on earth are you doing ; 
did you not hear me before ? I have been looking for 
you and calling to you for the last quarter of an 
hour ! * 

The Voice came from a little heap of piled-up stones, 
at a distance of about ten feet from where the girl sat4 
A boy of some seventeen or eighteen years old was 
standing there, wearing the large hat and the loose vest 
covered with metal buttons, the usual costume of the 
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SHEEP AND A SHEPHERDESS. 



Breton peasants ; and his long fair hair, blown about by 
the wind, shone in the bright spring sunshine. 

' I did not hear you, Jean,' answered the giri ; * you 
must have been shouting against the wind. Come here ; 
it is yery pleasant at the foot of these great stones.* 




'Wait a minute whilst I fetch my cattle.' And 
Jean proceeded to address his] charges : * Ho ! ho ! my 
beauties ! This way, then — now for Red, now for Spotty, 
now for Black; there you all are; there is plenty to 
eat, and you will be quiet for awhile.' 

Jean was soon seated by the girl's side, whilst his cows 
browsed close at hand without any opposition on the part 
of Cyrus, wlio, although he was averse to strangers, 
evidently looked upon Red, and Spotty, and Black as old 
friends. 
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SHEEP AND A SHEPHERDESS, 15 

Jeaniiette took up her distaflf and began to spin indus- 
triously, as though to make up for lost time, and Jean 
proceeded to take out his knife and carved spoons and 
plates out of some wood which he had brought with him. 

'I am very glad to see you, Jean,* said the girl, who 
had recovered her usual gaiety. * You must have a great 
deal to tell me of all the grand things you have seen in 
your travels. Of course you went to the Chapel of 
Madame Sainte Anne, that they tell us about at the 
fetes? Ives Nicolank found her likeness in a bush, 
with a light burning above it. I will sing the story to 
you, and you will be able to tell me if you saw any- 
thing like it. Of course you did go to Sainte Anne*s — ^it 
is quite near your grandfather's village P' 

* Yes, I went there, and I have the medal with Madame 
Sainte Anne's likeness, which is sold at the door of the 
chapel. But I really have not much to tell you. Whilst 
Grandfather was ill. Father and I always stayed with him, 
and as soon as he was well we came home. And what 
have you been doing here ? Is the white cow sold ? And 
have the grey hen's eggs been hatched yet P' 

* Oh, yes ; everything is all right at the farm ; but, 
Jean, if you had but arrived yesterday morning instead 
of yesterday evening ' 

* Well, what then P I should have seen you a day 
sooner, that is all ; and that would, of course, have been 
a pleasure to me, but I do not see any other reason.' 

* What ! You do not know then, you have not heard, 
that the Baron hns arrived ?' 
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i6 SHEEP AND A SHEPHERDESS. 

* Yes ; I heard it last night. But it makes no diflference 
to me that I can see/ 

* No difference to you ! ' answered Jeannette, impati- 
ently. Of course it does not, since you were not there ; 
but if yon' had been you would have seen how grand it 
was/ 

* What was grand, Jeannette P You do not even tell 
me what you are talking about/ 

* The carriages, and the Baron, and the Baroness, and 
everybody. There were no rejoicings on their return, 
because of the old Baroness* death ; but I had to take 
some cream to the Castle, and, when I heard that they 
were coming, I hid behind a hedge to see them pass. 
If you only knew how beautiful the carriages were ! The 
old Baroness' were nothing to them. And then the 
servants ! Footmen with powdered hair and three- 
cornered hats ; and then came some beautiM young 
ladies, dressed in blue, and yellow, and green, with lovely 
little white aprons trimmed with lace, and caps all lace 
and ribbons; and their skin was so white, and their 
hands so pretty ! They might have been queens, or, at 
least, cousins of the Baron's ; but they were nothing of 
the kind : the beautiful young ladies were only Madame's 
soubrettes. After them came a ^till grander carriage, and 
in that sat the Baron and Baroness, and some other 
ladies whom I could not see.' 

*What kind of animals are soubrettes?* asked Jean, 
sulkily. Evidently the splendours with which Jeannette 
was entertaining him did not meet with his approbation. 
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SHEEP AND A SHEPHERDESS. 17 

'The servants who wait upon the ladies who go to 
the Court are called soiibrettes,* answered Jeannette, 
with an air of mingled superiority and pique. * You 
certainly do not know much, Jean ! ' 

'And you know a great deal too much, Jeannette. 
These people had much hotter have stayed where they 
were. During the fifteen years he has been with the 
King, the Baron has forgotten all the old Brittany 
customs. As he has adopted those of the Court, let him 
keep them to himself ; he should not bring them here. 
Good-bye ! The sun is high in the heavens, and I have a 
long way to walk before I can get my dinner.' 

*Au rewir, Jean!' said Jeannette; but she spoke so 
low that he did not hear the words, and the lad turned 
OQ his heel, and called to his cows, and soon was far 
away ; whilst the girl, with a sullen look upon her young 
face, resumed her spinning. For some reason or other 
she did not sing at all through that long spring day. 
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CHAPTER III. 

It befell in that pleasant summer time. 

— Kinysley. 
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CHAPTER Iir. 

TUE END OF A COUNTRl' WALK. 

ly/TADEMOISE LLE Carmelinde de la Koche Haubcrt 
was the last descendant of a race of Paladins 
who in the Crusades and in the wars of France 
had fought bravely for their King and their countr)-. 
But, somehow or other, they lost all their money, and 
Mademoiselle Carmelinde, alone in the world and penni- 
less, would have had to seek a convent cell as her asylum, 
had not the young Baroness of Xerleonik asked her to 
take charge of the education of her little daughter. 
The offer was gratefully accepted ; Mademoiselle had 
no vocation for the religious life, and she was very 
fond of children. 

She was a good, honest, true-hearted woman, with 
a tinge of romance in her composition ; which, per- 
haps, when it is coupled with discretion, is not a bad 
attribute in those who have to deal with childrcTi. 

She was perfectly charmed when she heard that the 
time of mourning for the old Baroness was to be 
spent at Kerleonik. No more Court etiquette, 
no more assemblies, no stupid walks along terraces or 
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22 THE END OF A COUNTRY WALK. 

through noisy streets ; and in place of all this, fields, shep- 
herds, shepherdesses, and sheep ; and then the supreme 
felicity of reading some idyll, sitting under the shade 
of a spreading oak ! 

She was great at heraldry and genealogy, and had 
instructed her pupil in both these sciences, but she left 
all the books upon the subjects in Paris, and filled 
a box with all the pastorals she could find, written 
in every language she could in the faintest degree 
imderstand. 

Little Adelaide do Kerleonik was as delighted as her 
governess at the thought of a country life. She was a 
well- trained little damsel, fully alive to all the dignities 
of her position as the daughter of a great nobleman, but 
she was very tired of those stiff conventional walks ; and 
as to those assemblies of her mother's, to which she w£is 
brought down for an hour or so, that she might learn 
good manners, she did nothing but yawn behind her 
little fan all the time she sat in a corner, trying to notice 
how the grand-looking ladies bowed and curtseyed. 

How delightful it would be to be in the country, to see 
the peasants, and the farms, and the cottages, and to 
drink a glass of new milk from a red cow, to be handed 
her by a shepherdess in a flowered petticoat and a hat 
streaming with ribbons, leading her favourite lamb by a 
silken string! 

Then, perhaps, in the distance would be heard the 
piping of some shepherd, and she and Mademoiselle 
would come upon him suddenly, and he would modestly 
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oflfer them a nest of little doves, which would be lying 
in his straw hat, and which he had just taken from the 
top of an oak, without in the least soiling his light 
green satin garments. 

Adelaide, the town-bred child, 
gleaned her ideas of country life, shep- 
herds and shepherdesses, from Made- 
moiselle's favourite idylls, and from 
pictures, and, above all, from her last , 
new doll — her beautiful Chloris — who ^^ 
was dressed as a shepherdess. How , ! 
charming it would be to verify thci 
details of the waxen lady's costume by ' 
seeing the dresses of the real shep- 
herdesses ! 

It was the morning after the arrival 
of ihc family at Kerleonik that the governess and her pupil 
started for their first walk in the neighbourhood of the 
Castle. Oh, how the child enjoyed it ! She ran hither 
and thither, carolling blithely, and, for the first time in 
her little life of twelve years, picked the sweet violets 
and primroses, which grew in wild profusion in every 
direction in which the delighted pair walked. 

Sometimes a rabbit crossed their path ; sometimes a 
squirrel, perched upon a tree, sprang suddenly to the 
ground, and rushed past them like a flash of lightning, 
his eyes so mischievously bright, his tail so long and bushy. 

Mademoiselle smiled contentedly as she saw all this, 
and quoted verses from her pastorals; and Adelaide 
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laughed aloud in childish glee : it was all so new and so 
charming. 

True, she had not yet come across any snow-white 
sheep, nor seen a shepherdess in the least like Chloris ; 
hut there were so many other things to look at, that she 
had not even time to think about their absence. 

Our friend Jeannette, sitting in her usual place on the 
stone, saw the little lady and her governess slowly wend- 
ing their way to where she sat ; she gazed upon them as 
though they were apparitions, which the faintest breath 
of air woul 1 cause to disappear. 

She watched Adelaide, who sprang about as lightly 
as any faijy between the tufts of furze and the black- 
berry bushes ; and her admiration rose to its height as 
she saw her balance herself upon tip-toe, so that she 
might reach a golden spray of broom, which hung tempt- 
ingly above her head. 

Then Adelaide advanced a little nearer to the shep- 
herdess, and Jeannette saw her stoop to pick a gilliflower 
which was growing between two stones. 

But she did not touch it. All 
of a sudden she became as pale 
as death, and a cry of terror 
rang through the sweet spring 
air. 

The next minute the poor child 
fell to the ground, motionless 
and unconscious. 
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CHAPTER IV. 

Presence of mind, and courage in distress, 
Are more than armies to procure success. 

— Dryden. 
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CHAPTER IV. 

WHAT A SABOT DID. 

TEANNETTE flew to the rescue in an instant; but 
she did not attempt to raise the child, seeing 
there was something more important to he done first. 

A venomous snake, which lay basking in the sunshine 
at the foot of the gilliflower, had been disturbed from 
his mid-day slumber by Adelaide's intrusion, and was 
preparing to make a dart upon the enemy. 

Jeannette was courageous, and the sight of a snake 
did not frighten her ; she struck the creature a fierce 
blow with her distaff, which made it fall back, and, with- 
out giving it time to prepare for another attack, she took 
off her sabot and struck it on the head. She 
repeated the blows several times, for she knew 
that snakes take a deal of killing; and whilst 
she was thus engaged, Mademoiselle arrived upon the 
scene, pale and agitated, for she had heard her pupil's 
cry and had made all possible haste to get to her, but 
her long dress kept catching in the brambles and con- 
siderably retarded her progress. She saw the dead snake, 
and Jeannette standing with uplifted hand above it ; she 
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saw Adelaide lying senseless on the ground, and all she 
could do was to throw herself on her knees beside the 
child, and cry : 

'Oh, my darliug! my darling! has the snake killed 
you?' 

* Oh, no ! ' answered Jeannette, cheerfully ; *it had no 
time to bite her/ 

Somewhat reassured, Mademoiselle proceeded to take 
her pupil in her arms, and to bathe her face with some 
scent, which she always carried about with her, and in a 
very short time Adelaide opened her eyes, and, remem- 
bering the cause of her alarm, looked round anxiously 
to see if the snake was still there. 

Jeannette understood the meaning of that look, and 
she took up the reptile by the end of its tail and pre- 
sented it to the child. Adelaide drew back timidly. 

'Do not be afraid. Mademoiselle,* said Jeannette ; 'it 
is dead ! ' 

* Oh, the horrible beast! I saw his head and his 
wicked eyes, and his open mouth, and I thought I was 
dead. Did you kill him P ' 

' Yes, with my sabot, Mademoiselle,' answered the 
shepherdess, making a very low curtsey, and still holding 
the snake in her hand. ' They are dangerous creatures, 
are these snakes ; if they bite you, you may die. You 
must not walk in the sun in these dry places without 
looking to see where you are going, for if you tread upon 
one of them it puts him into a passion, and then ' 

Jeannette did not finish the sentence, probably think- 
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iug she had made it clear enough, and begiiining, now 
that the excitement was over, to stand a little in awe of 
the Baron's daughter and the grand lady who owned 
such a lovely smelling-bottle. 

'Then yoH saved my life?' said Adelaide, after a pause. 

'Certainly/ answeied Mademoiselle; *and the Baron 
and Baroness will not fail to reward her for her courage. 
What is your name, my little one ? ' 

'Jeannette, at your service,' (with a still deeper 
curtsey). I am the daughter of Pierre Qouarhe, the 
farmer at Chestnut Farm, which belongs to the Baron.' 

' Oh, I am very glad ! ' said Adelaide. ' What were 
you doing when you saw me ? Are you not afraid of 
snakes ? ' 

' Oh, no : I have my sabot, and of course I have to 
come here very often with my sheep.' 

'You have sheep?* cried Adelaide, excitedly. 'She 
has sheep, Mademoiselle — have you seen them ? * 

' No, my child, I have been too much occupied with 
you. Are you well enoughi to walk? We must be 
thinking of returning to the Castle. We shall see the 
sheep another time.' 

' The sheep are quite at your service, my ladies, and 
the shepherdess also,' answered Jeannette, with a third 
and still lower curtsey. She could not understand why 
these grand people should be so anxious to see the sheep, 
but she hoped they would comeback again before very long. 

Meanwhile Adelaide was looking for the shepherdess, 
who, naturally, would be with her sheep. 
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* Where is the shepherdess P ' she asked. 

* I am the shepherdess, Mademoiselle, and I can show 
yoa the sheep in one instant. Hi ! Cyrus ! bring the 
animals, my good dog.' 

Cyrus, who was reposing calmly beneath the shade 
of the trees, jumped up at once, and displayed his shaggy 
person to the little lady. 

She was rather afraid at first, thinking that some wild 
beast stood before her, but when she saw Jeannette pat 
the rough head she was reassured. 

Cyrus sprang forward at full gallop, and the next 
minute a tumultuous flock of sheep, came running, 




jumping, and tumbling against each other, towards the 
shepherdess. 

' There they are ! * said Jeannette, proudly ; ' and the 
Baron has not finer sheep than ours, on any one of his 
farms. You see they are well taken care of.' 
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Adelaide gazed, Mademoiselle Carmelinde gazed— and 
neither of them believed their eyes. 

Was it possible that sheep were not white? That 
they were not adorned with coloured ribbons and gar- 
lands of roses ? Could these be sheep ? Could that be a 
shepherdess ? 

Mademoiselle Carmelinde was struck dumb with 
astonishment. Adelaide was the first to speak. 

' I thought sheep were white/ she said to Jeannette. 

' Some are white and some are black ; these are the 
white ones ; their skins are beautiful. They will be shorn . 
next month, when there is no further danger of frost.' 

' Ah ! * said Adelaide, who failed to see any beauty in 
the flock before her. * And where is your lamb P ' 

'There are a great many lambs there with their 
mothers. There is one ! Look at it, my little lady.' 

Adelaide's face brightened. The lamb was not very 
white, certainly, but it was much whiter and cleaner 
than any of its companions ; and it was such a pretty, 
graceful little thing, with its trembling limbs, and its 
little red nose, and its innocent eyes. Adelaide made up 
her mind to bring it a blue collar as soon as she possibly 
could. 

Cjnrus also soon found favour in Adelaide's sight ; she 
listened to Jeannette whilst she sang the dog's praises, 
and even ventured to pat his rough head with her 
little white hand, as a reward for his having, only a few 
days previously, strangled a wolf, who attacked one 
of the sheep. 
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Mademoiselle Carmelinde again insisted that it was 
quite time to return to the Castle; but she confessed that 
she had not the most remote notion of how to get there ; 
and Jeannette hardly dared leave her sheep, even in the 
faithful Cyrus' keeping, whilst she went with the ladies 
at least part of the way home. 

At this critical juncture Jean appeared upon the 
scene; and Jeannette, with many injunctions to him 
to be a faithful guide, and to take the very shortest way 
to the Castle, entrusted her new friends to his care, with 
an air of supreme importance. 

Adelaide's last words were : — 

'I shall come and see you soon at the Chestnut 
Farm.' 

On the way home she tried to enter into conversation 
with Jean, but he was not as sociable as Jeannette ; and 
after he had said, in answer to the little lady's numerous 
questions, that his name was Jean, that he knew Jean- 
nette very well, and that he kept his father's flock when 
he was not working in the fields, nothing more was to be 
got out of him. 

But he had said enough to set Adelaide thinking pro- 
foundly. He was a shepherd, whilst Jeannette was a 
shepherdess — and oh, how different both of them were 
to what shepherds and shepherdesses ought to be ! The 
girl had saved her life, however, and, out of gratitude for 
that, she would do something for her and for this boy. 

She had often beard gentlemen in her father*s house 
talking about improving the condition of the peasants. 
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Here was a chance for her. She would improve the con- 
dition of this poor shepherd and shepherdess. She would 
begin at once — there was no time to lose; and, thus 
resolving, she found herself standing before the Castle 
gate. 
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Honour, my lord, is much too proud to catch 
At every slender twig of nice distinction, — 
These, for th' unfeeling vulgar may do well ; 
But those whose souls are by the nicer rule 
Of virtuous delicacy only sway'd, 
Stand at anotlier bar tlian that of laws. 

— Tliomson. 

O Jealousy, 
Love's eclipse ; thou art, in thy disease, 
A wild, mad patient — wondrous hard to please. 

— Davenport. 
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CHAPTER V. 

AT THK CHKSTNUT FATiM. 

rpHE Baroness, although she did not love the country 
or country life, dearly loved her little girl; and 
when she heard the story of the snake and of Jeannette's 
bravery, she insisted that Mademoiselle and her pupil 
should go to the Chestnut Farm directly after their early 
dinner, and the shepherdess was to be invited to the 
Castle the very next day, so that both the Baron and his 
lady might thank her personally for having saved their 
child's life. 

Adelaide was quite ready for another walk, but Made- 
moiselle Carmelinde was not quite so eager for another 
expedition on foot. The morning's fatigue and excite- 
ment had quite knocked her up; so two sedan chairs 
were ordered to be brought to the door ; for old Herv^, 
the coachman, declared it was impossible that any car- 
riage could approach the Chestnut Farm. 

The cavalcade started, Loie acting as guide to the 
Parisian servants. Adelaide did not at all enjoy this 
mode of conveyance. She put her pretty head out of 
the door continually, looking first to the right and then 
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to the left, determined to see all that was to be seen, and 
puzzling poor Loie considerably by the strange questions 
she asked ; in fact, he would have been very much 
astonished at his young mistress's ignorance^ had not 
his respect for the family forbidden the indulgence of 
such a sentiment. He was delighted to be able to tell 
her the names of the different flowers they passed on 
their way. She did not even know a cabbage or a turnip 
top when she saw it ; and when she was told that a 
field, covered with beautiful, thick grass, was really a 
cornfield, she laughed incredulously. 

The Chestnut Farm took its name from a group of 
beautiful chestnut trees which stood in a neighbouring 
field, and the fruit of which furnished the farmer's 
family with the best part of their winter food. ' There 
is the farm, Mademoiselle ! ' said Loie. 

Adelaide saw before her, at the end of a kind of yard, 
all strewn with brambles and ankle-deep in mud, a range 
of low buildings with thatched roofs, which were level 
with the door-tops. 

From the centre roof smoke was ascending, showing 
that human beings inhabited these extraordinary-looking 
dwellings. Grunting sounds from the left-hand cabin, 
assuredly indicated the neighbourhood of pigs, while 
the bleating of sheep from the right hand, and sonorous 
and prolonged bellowing at the back, proclaimed the 
proximity of homed cattle. Fowls innumerable cackled 
in front of the cabins (for each separate building was 
nothing more than a cabin)^ picking up all they could 
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out of the mud. Cyrus lay on the threshold of the farm- 
house, enjoying the rest and the sunshine, knowing, 
faithful fellow that he was, that all his flock were safe in 
the sheep-house. The Parisian servants stopped at the 
entrance of the yard. 

* Ah, you must go on ! ' said Loie, triumphantly. 

He had taken the precaution of putting on his sabots, 
and he rather enjoyed the thought of seeing these smart 
gentlemen wade through the mud in their grand shoes 
with silver buckles. 

* There is no other way to the house,' continued the 
boy ; and as there was no help for it, the men went on as 
best they could, not daring to grumble, but wondering 
what strange freak could have induced the Baroness to 
send her little daughter to such a place. 

Cyrus, disturbed in his nap by the unwonted invasion, 
started up and began to bark violently, but he soon re- 
cognised his new friends, and walked up to Adelaide, 
wagging his tail, and putting down 
his shaggy head, evidently expecting 
to be caressed. Jeannette, who was 
recounting the morning's adventure 
to her family, hearing Cyrus bark* 
rushed out of the house, followed by 
all the other inmates. 

Jeannette, for the first time in her 
life, seemed to understand the use 
of a broom. She seized one which 
lay upon the ground, and began to 
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sweep away the mud which lay before the door, and make a 
clean space where Mademoiselle and Adelaide could alight. 

Meanwhile, the other members of Pierre Qouarh^'s 
family were loud in their expressions of delight and 
gratitude for the honour done them. 

A minute more, and Adelaide and her governess stood 
in the interior of the dwelling. 

No traveller in distant lands could have been more 
astonished at the sight of a Lapland hut or an Indian 
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wigwam than they were at their first introduction into 
the Breton farmer's home. 

They understood that they were in a Christian country, 
however, for over the high chimney hung an iron 
crucifix and a picture of Madame Sainte Anne, the 
patron saint of Brittany. 

The floor was of earth, uneven in some places, while 
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some wooden benches and a wooden table formed the sole 
furniture of the room, if we except the shutting-up 
bedsteads, looking something like cupboards, which were 
half open, and showed the mattresses piled up upon 
each. For the rest, the inhabitants of this strange 
dwelling seemed in keeping with their surroundings. The 
men were in the style of Jean, the women in that of 
Jeannette, without her charm of'youthfulness. 

Little by little governess and pupil took in all these 
details ; for the transition from the brilliant sunshine 
out of doors to the dark room, lit only by the tiniest 
of windows, was somewhat startling. 

Adelaide, with her new theories for improving the 
condition of the peasantry, felt inclined to cry ; she was 
really a tender-hearted little maiden, and it made her 
very sorrowful to think that the brave girl who had 
saved her life should be condemned to live in such a 
place. 

She had made up a pretty little speech at her mother's 
dictation, but at the sight of what she deemed such 
misery, all power of expression deserted her, and it was 
Mademoiselle Carmelinde who invited Jeannette, in the 
Baroness' name, to come to the Castle the next day. 
Pierre Gouarh6 and his wife could hardly believe their 
ears. Was it possible that such an honour could be 
intended for a daughter of theirs? And what forP 
Simply for having killed a snake with her sabot ! That 
was really nothing. The Baron and Baroness were too 
good, they said, but Jeannette should certainly obey their 
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commands ; only, the good folks entreated that her 
rough manners might be excused, as she had never, in all 
her life, until that morning, spoken to any one but the 
village people. Adelaide found words now to say that, of 
course, it would bo all right — her father and mother 
greatly wished to thank the girl for what she had done ; 
and then she asked if she might go out into the yard 
and see all the animals, whose grunting, bleating, and 
bellowing were still distinctly heard. 

Once out of doors with Jeannette, her spirits rose. She 
had brought a little blue collar with 
her for the lamb she had seen in the 
morning, and she fastened it round 
the gentle creature's neck ; then she 
saw a cow milked, and drank a glass 
of the delicious frothy milk ; she fed 
the fowls, and admired the little 
chickens, and visited the duck-pond ; 
and came to the satisfactory conclu- 
sion that it was all better— ever so 
much better — than the walks at 
Versailles or in the Paris Gardens. 

The farmer's wife appeared at last, to ask if Mademoi- 
selle would take something to eat. 

Adelaide was feeling just a little hungry, and willingly 
returned to the farm. 

Agathe Gouarhe had done her best for the entertain- 
ment of her^ visitors : she had spread a table with 
snowy cloth under the apple trees, wliich were in full 
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blossom ; she had brought out her best china plates, and 
she had fried some pancakes, which she served up with 
the most delicious cream. 

The bread was considered by the good woman as quite 
new — it was just a week old and 
extremely dark. Neither Made- 
moiselle nor Adelaide, with all the 
good will in the world, could eat 
it ; so they fell back entirely upon 
the pancakes, and declared they K 
had never in all their lives eaten 
anything to equal them. 

The meal was over at last; the chairs were waiting at 
the door. 

* Be sure you come early to-morrow,' were Adelaide's 
last words to Jeannette. 

The visitors had just got out of sight, when from the 
opposite direction arrived another acquaintance — none 
other than our poor friend Jean. 

Of course he was told of the great honour that had 
come to the farm, and of the still greater honour that 
was in store for Jeannette the next day. 

Jean shrugged his shoulders, and taking up his 
stick, which he had put into the corner, evidently 
with the intention of paying his friends a long visit, 
he said : 

**You have lost all pride, all of you, to go and throw 
Jeannette into the very jaws of the wolf I She is already 
half-mad, just because she saw the Baron's carriages 
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pass along the road. What will it be, I wonder, when she 
has spent a day at the Castle with all these fine Paris 
servants, with their smart dresses, and their powdered 
hair ? She will no longer be Jeannette ; she will be one 
of those animals they call a soiibrette /' 

And Jean put his large hat upon his head, and walked 
away with rapid strides. 
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Ambition is, at distance, 
A goodly prospect — tempting to tlie view : 
The height delights us, and tlie mountain-top 
Looks beautiful, because 'tis nigh to Heaven, 
But we ne'er know how sandy 's the foundation, 
What storms will hatter, and what tempests shake it. 

— Otinnj. 

Mischief that may be helped is hard to know. 

— Lord Brooke. 
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CHAPTER VI. 

AT THE CASTLE. 

T^HE inmates of the farm took very different views of 
Jean's extraordinary behaviour. Jeannette did not 
trouble herself about it ; she was too busy washing her 
cap, and getting all her other finery ready for the 
morrow's visit. 

Agathe Gouarhe set the lad down as an ill-terapered 
churl, incapable of understanding the great honour that 
had come to Jeannette ; her husband, who was not as 
ambitious as herself, said nothing about it ; but down in 
his secret heart was a fear that perhaps some harm 
might come of this taking of his girl out of her place. 

The one person in the house who shared Jean's fears 
was the farm-servant Gothon. She had lived with the 
Gouarhes ever since she was quite a little girl ; she was 
there when Jeannette was born, she had tended her as 
an infant, she had looked after her when she was a 
toddling child, and she loved her as well as any mother 
could love her daughter. 

She knew that it had long ago been arranged by 
Pierre Gouarhe and Jean's father, that when the bov 
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and girl were old enough, and with the Baron's consent 
(that, of course, was always necessary), Jean and Jean- 
nette were to be man and wife ; she knew that the lad 
was honest and brave, and God-fearing, and she could 
desire no happier lot in life for the girl she loved so well 
than to see her cared for by him. 

Kerentr^, his father's farm, was very near the Chest- 
nuts, and Jeannette, in going to live there, would still be 
within a few minutes' distance of her old home. 

And if she went constantly to the Castle into the 
midst of all the grandeur there, what might not be the 
end of all these cherished hopes ? 

The faithful Gothon hardly liked to face the probabili- 
ties of such a catastrophe. She helped, however, to dress 
the girl the next morning, polishing up her sabots until 
they shone like a mirror ; then she watched her make 
her way across the fields, and she asked the good God 
to take care of the little one. 

Jeannette, on her arrival at the Castle, was instantly 
ushered by the smart footmen into the presence of the 
Baron and Baroness. 

The little heir of the Kerl^oniks was taking his first 
walk under the care of his nurse, whilst his father and 
mother were admiring the performance ; Mademoiselle 
Carmelinde and Adelaide were also absorbed in the little 
boy's feats, but at the sight of Jeannette standing in the 
doorway, they both went forward to meet her ; whilst 
she, reassured by the sight of the friendly faces, made 
her very best curtsey, and, advancing timidly into the 
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room, knelt down and kissed the Baroness* hand, a 
proceeding which her mother and Gothon had pro- 
nounced to be the correct one. 
The Baroness smiled. 

* You are the slayer of serpents, my little one ; is it 
not so ? I would thank you for what you did for my 
child ; and pray tell your father and mother that they 
must not trouble themselves about your future ; we will 
provide for that.' 

. ' And tell your father,' said the Baron, * that if he 
wants anything done in connexion with the farm, he has 
but to speak to the steward. I will give him orders to 
grant whatever in reason may be asked for.' 

'You must go with my daughter now,' added the 
Baroness, * and she will show you over the Castle, and 
amuse you as best she can.' 

Jeannette, covered with blushes, and feeling as happy 
as a queen, curtseyed her thanks, and followed Adelaide 
out of the room ; but before she reached the door her 
sharp ears had caught the Baron's remarks. 

* Charming, really ! such pretty eyes, and so graceful. 
These Bretonne peasants are far nicer than the dressed- 
up dolls one sees in Paris.' 

Jeannette heard no more, but a feeliug of mingled 
pride and astonishment came into her heart. Surely, 
the Baron could not be speaking of her, and yet there 
was no other Bretonne peasant at hand. What could 
it all mean ? 

Adelaide, however, did not allow her much time for 
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thought. She seized her hand, and dragged her along 
the soft carpett'd floois, until, at last, the shepherdess 
came to a stand-still, and posi- 
tively could not move f<»r a time. 
What was it that so stupefied 
herP Facing hor was a girl — 
the very counterpart of herself 
— dressed exactly like herself, 
even to the polished sabots. 
She cried, in a frightened 
tone, * Who is that ? ' 

Adelaide burst into a merry peal of laughter. 
' Why, it is you. Do you not know yourself? Have 
you never before seen a looking-glass ? * 

* A looking-glass ? * repeated Jeannette, stupidly ; and 
Mademoiselle Carmelitide came to the rescue. 

* You know, Adelaide,* she said, * that we saw no 
looking-glasses at the farm. The child has never seen 
herself reflected before, except in the brooks and 
streams.' 

Jeannette understood all now ; she had seen herself 
reflected in the streams more than once, but that was in 
her shepherdess' dress, when she went out with her 
flock. Never before had she beheld herself attired in 
all the grandeur of her fete-day costume, and she looked 
wonderingly into the mirror, and then said, * Is it really 



' Yes, it is really you ; but surely you have looked at 
yourself long enough P Come along ; I have a great 
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many things to show you. I will give yt>u a little look- 
ing-glass before you go home/ 

Off went the little lady and the young peasant, into 
the armoury, into the picture gallery, into the chapel ; 
lastly, into Adelaide's own room, where poor Jeannette's 
bewilderment at all she saw reached its height. Then 
came the luncheon; the table covered wifh plate, and 
flowers and exquisite ghiss; the powdered footmen 
standing in respectful silence behind Mademoiselle's and 
Adelaide's chairs ; and the food ? Well, it is of no use 
attempting to describe the food ; it would only make 
our mouths water to do so. 

Jeannette could not enjoy it ; it was so unlike anything 
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she had ever tasted ; and, besides this, a fear had come 
upon her that she was in a dream, just like one of those 
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people of whom she had been told such marvellous tales, 
as she sat with her parents round the log-fires on winter 
evenings ; people who saw all kinds of wonderful sights, 
and were transported into fairyland, and just when 
their enjoyment was at its height, found themselves all 
alone in the middle of the night in some dreadfully 
lonely place. 

Jeanneitte feared that she might awake and find 
herself in the darkness, in the midst of the rocks and 
brambles of Pierres Longncs. 

'Now, then,* said Adelaide, when the repast was 
over, ' come and see my toys/ 

Jeannette gazed and wondered, not understanding 
what half the costly playthings were intended for ; but 
the crowning point of the whole day's enjoyment was 
when Chloris, in her lovely finery, was presented to her 
notice. 

The girl had seen dolls in her infancy ; she had even 
possessed one or two : they were made of rags, potwith- 
standiug which she had loved them dearly; but this 
delightful creature, which appeared to be alive, was it 
really only a doll? Was it not rather one of those 
sweet fairies who inhabit certain parts of the earth, and 
live in palaces made of gold and precious stones ? 
Jeannette dared not touch Chloris. 
' It is my last new doll,' said Adelaide ; * you see she 
is dressed as a shepherdess ; here is her white lamb.' 

* As a shepherdess ? Oh, mademoiselle, shepherdesses 
are not dressed like that ! ' 
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* Yes, they are — iu books ; I have seen pictures of 
them very often, exactly like Ghloris — Chloris is my 
doll's name— it is the name of a great many shep- 
herdesses/ 

Jeannette looked doubtful, but she thought within 
herself that Chloris was a very beautiful name ; and she 
listened attentively to numberless stories which Adelaide 
told her of shepherds and shepherdesses, whilst she 
was dressing and undressing Chloris, and trying to 
initiate the simple peasant maiden into the mysteries 
of the young lady's toilette. 

At last the Baroness came into the room, saying that 
she thought Jeannette ought to be going home. Adelaide 
drew her mother aside, and a whispered conversation 
was held between them. 

The child seemed to be pleading earnestly for some 
favour to be granted her, and at last the Baroness said, 
' Well, you may do as you like.' 

Then Adelaide sprang forward joyously, and went up 
to Jeannette, who was standing with her eyes fixed upon 
Chloris. 

'There,' she said, 'take her. I wanted to give 
you something that you would like to take home 
with you ; I give you Chloris— for always— you under- 
stand?' 

But Jeannette did not understand ; she could not 
believe that such good fortune was really hers, and the 
Baroness was obliged to confirm her little girls words. 
Chloris, therefore, was packed up in the box which con- 
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tained her different changes of attire, and Jeannette 
carried away her treasure. 

And thus it was that a shepherdess, in full Watteau 
costume, was introduced into the Chestnut Farm. 
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Oil I wisest of the wise is he 
Who first witliin his spirit kuew, 
And witli his tongue declared it true. 
That love conies hest that comes unto 
The equal of degree ! 

— E. B. Brow fling. 
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CHAPTER VIT. 

CHL0RI8 AT THE FARM. 

rpHE spring day was drawing to a close, and the 
farmer, his sons, and his son-in-law, with Thomas 
the servant, had returned home at the sound of the 
angelus, and were sitting down, after their day's work, 
to partake of the meal which the women had prepared 
for them, when Jeannette, carrying Chloris with more 
respect than a Hindoo ever entertained for his fetich, 
reached the farm. 

Of course they were talking about her and of her visit 
to the Castle, and wondering when she would come 
home ; and upon her appearance a circle was instantly 
formed round her, and she was beset with questions of 
all kinds. Even the men allowed their soup to get cold, 
that they might listen to her account of her doings, as, 
with cheeks flushed by excitement and eyes bright with 
pleasure, Jeannette told her tale. 

Some of the men and women had, of course, been 
into the kitchen of the Castle, but not one of them had 
ever entered the splendid reception-rooms or Caught even 
a distant glimpse of the long galleries ; so they heard of 
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all the grandeur, sitting open-mouthed and eager, and 
perhaps feeling a little envious that Jeannette, the 
youngest of them all, should have been privileged to 
enter the charmed walls, which were closed against 
themselves. 

Them she gave the Baron's message to her fother, and 
told her mother that her future was to be the Baroness' 
care ; and forthwith Agathe Gouarh6 had a vision of a 
day, not very far distant, when Jean and Jeannette 
should stand before the altar of the village church, and 
when the Baron should bestow upon Jean and his heirs 
the farm of Kerentre in perpetuity. 

The story of having seen herself in the mirror was 
told by Jeannette with great success, but all her powers 
of eloquence were concentrated upon the description of 
Chloris. . 

She minutely described her features, her figure, her 
dress ; and the women said, in chorus, with profound 
sighs * Oh, if we could but see her ! ' 

* Ah, but you can see her ; }ou will be able to see her 
every day, for Mademoiselle has given her to me ! ' 

And Jeannette placed the precious box upon the table, 
and displayed the dazzling Chloris to the bewildered 
gaze of the lookers-on. Never before had such a brilliant 
creature been seen in that Breton kitchen! She was 
examined from head to foot, her clothes were displayed, 
the use of each garment proudly explained by Jeannette, 
and she was passed from one to the other amidst mingled 
laughter and wonder, and touched as though they 
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all feared such beauty must soon vanish from their 
sight. 

They believed every word that Jeannette said ; but 
there are limits to credulity, and that limit was reached 
when the girl announced that the costume was that of a 
shepherdess. It was difficult enough to believe that 
she was called Chloris. They had none of them ever 
heard of such a saint, but perhaps there may have been 
one of that name in the country where the Court was 
situated, so they would let that pass and not cavil at it ; 
but that there could be any country in the whole world 
where shepherdesses were dressed in that fashion was 
more than anyone could be expected to believe who 
knew anything about sheep. 

Jeannette remained firm in her belief; the ladies at 
the Castle had told her that Chloris was attired as a 
shepherdess, and of course they knew. 

She took the doll to bed with her that night, and she 
woke up many times to see that her treasure was safe. 

The next day was Sunday, and the simple Breton 
folk always assembled after morning service in the little 
square, which was planted with elms, to discuss the 
news of the week. 

Of course the great subject of discussion on that 
particular Sunday was the arrival of the new Baron, 
and second only in importance to this was Jeannette 
Qouarh^'s visit to the Castle. 

How had she got there — or, rather, why had she been 
asked there? Why, on that very morning, on their 

F 
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way into Church, the Baron and Baroness had smiled 
kindly upon the girl, whilst their little daughter had nod- 
ded in the most friendly manner, and said, *How do you 
do, Jeannette ?' What had she done to deserve all this P 

The only way to find out was to ask her, so she was 
questioned, and Jeannette told her tale from beginning to 
end, winding up with the story of Chloris, and painting the 
beauty of that young person in such glowing colours 
that every one's curiosity was excited. And Jeannette 
graciously said that they could come and see her if they 
chose ; so Chloris, in her new home, held a levee on 
that spring Sunday. 

One of the villagers, however, did not avail him- 
self of the young shepherdess' permission to visit her 
newly-acquired possession ; and that one was young Jean 
Penvraz. His father and mother went to the Qouarhe's 
farm to wonder and to admire, but Jean, who generally 
spent most of his Sundays with Jeannette, was nowhere 
to be seen. 

Gothon, going out in the evening to feed her cows, 
saw the lad hiding behind a bush of blossoming thorn. 
She did not notice him then, but returning she took a 
side path, and went up to him. 

' What is the matter, Jean ? ' she said. ' Why are 
you hiding here, instead of coming into the house 
and enjojdng yourself with the others? You do not 
seem pleased that our Jeannette has proved herself a 
brave girl, and has saved our master's daughter from 
what might have been her death.' 
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*1 am very glad that Jeannette is brave and cou- 
rageous,' answered Jean ; * but I don't see that her 
having saved the life of the Baron's daughter makes it 
one bit better than if she had saved the life of the tailor's 
or the tinker's child ; and I cannot be glad that she is 
made so vain and so disagreeable, because she has been 
to the Castle once. She is already hankering after all 
the grandeur she saw there, and she does not care for us 
any more/ 

Gothon protested against this, but Jean stopped her 
good-natured defence of Jeannette. 

' I tell you she does not care one bit about us. She 
hardly looked at me the other evening, and this morning 




in Church she was so anxious to get a look from the great 
people, and to curtsey to them, that she had not one 
glance to bestow upon me. Do you think I can be glad 
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of this P You know all about it, Gothon ; you know how, 
when she was a tiny baby and I was a little boy of three 
years old, we were taken to Church, and the priest blessed 
us both ; you know how our fathers gave us to each other, 
and our mothers said to me, "Take care of her — she will 
be your wife when you are old enough to marry." I have 
always loved her. I used to leave my sports to 
rock her cradle ; I taught her to walk ; I have always 
given her the best I had to give. Since she has been 
old enough to work, I have taken more care of her cattle 
than of my own ; I have done as much hard work for her 
as I could. I have tried to make her understand that I 
loved her, and that she should lead a happy and an easy 
life when she came to Kerentre. And now all this is lost 
sight of because of a few flattering words spoken to her 
at the Castle. Jeannette will not be a good woman. 
Ah ! who knows ? Perhaps now she will refuse to be 
my wife ! ' 

At the bare possibility of such a misfortune, poor 
Jean's speech was lost in long, loud sobs. 

* Nonsense, Jean,' answered Gothon, stroking the lad's 
fair hair, as though he were still a little child ; * you don't 
mean what you say; all this is mere folly. Jeannette 
not a good woman ! Jeannette not willing to be your 
wife, because she has been to the Castle, and our young 
lady has made her a present of her doll ! Come with 
me to the farm, instead of staying here all alone indulging 
in your gloomy fancies. Tour father and mother are 
there, and they are just going to sit down to supper. I 
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am sure Jeannette is troubled at not haviDg seen you all 
day long/ 

Jean yielded. When they reached the farm all the 
visitors had taken their departure, and Jeannette ran up 
to him, and said, ' I am so glad to see you, Jean ; I 
was longing for you to come.' 

Jean's bad temper vanished in an 
instant, and he was so bright and 
pleasant, that Jeannette ventured to 
introduce Chloris to him ; but for 
some reason, which she could not 
account for, she did not tell him 
that the doll represented a shep- 
herdess — she allowed him to believe 
that its costume was similar to that of the ladies 
at the Castle. 
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CHAPTEE VIII. 

There's discontent from sceptre to the swain, 
And from the peasant to the king again. 

— Dryden. 
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CHAPTER VIII. 

0HL0RI8 BEGINS TO DO MISCHIEF. 

"VTO ODe can live in this world without diffusing some 
influence around him or her, either of good or of 
evil. Chloris, although only a doll, was to prove no 
exception to this common law. 

She was the only idle member of the Gouarh^ family ; 
she did nothing, whilst all the others worked from morn- 
ing till night — a bad example, assuredly, not perhaps in- 
fluencing any of the family but Jeannette, who had 
never before played with anjrthing better than a rag-doll, 
and who now made a companion and an idol of her 
waxen beauty. 

She neglected all else for it ; and, if Cyrus had not been 
the good dog he was, her sheep would many and many 
a time have strayed away whilst she was engrossed in 
the mysteries of Chloris* toilette. 

By the way, the name of Chloris had been gradually 
dropped ; it was too uncommon a name for the villagers 
to remember, and Jeannette's doll was unanimously 
accorded the title of ' Mademoiselle.' 

The natural instinct of our nature is to try and be as 
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much like any one we love as possible, and so Jeannette 
wished to resemble her beloved ' Mademoiselle.' 

She began by washing her hands and face, which was 
rather a good move than otherwise, — she wished her own 
complexion to become as white as the doll's. 

Of course she did not succeed. Her face was 
cleaner, which was a decided improvement, but it was 
a very brown face still. Then she thought that perhaps 
it was the effect of the sun that caused her complexion 
to be so different from, not only that of Chloris, but of 
the ladies, and even of the soubrettes at the Castle. And 
then she suddenly remembered that they carried parasols 
over their heads. Of course she could not buy a parasol 
— she sighed at the thought, and then wondered whether a 
large cabbage-leaf might not be some protection from the 
sun's rays ! So she sat in the fields with a cabbage-leaf 
on her hat, only she was always very careful to take it 
off when she saw Jean in the distance ; then also she 
would take up her distaff and begin to spin, so that the 
lad might not see that instead of working, as she used to 
do, she spent most of her time dressing and undressing 
' Mademoiselle.' 

Another thing she was very careful to hide was the 
little looking-glass, which Adelaide, true to her promise, 
had given her. When she knew that Jean was far away, 
she used to fasten it against the trunk of a tree, and, 
standing before it, she would try to arrange her hair in 
the same way as Chloris' was arranged. 

She had no ribbons to put into it, so she picked the 
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largest and gaudiest flowers she could find, the larger the 
better, and then, turning from one side to the other, the 
poor child would contemplate her grotesque appearance 
in the little mirror, with infinite satisfaction. 

In the afternoons, when Cyrus thought it was time to 
go home, he used to rub his black nose against Jeannette's 
arm, and then she would jump up, conscious that the day 
she had wasted was drawing to a close, and, tear- 
ing the decorations out of her hair, and letting it 
wave in tangled tresses over her shoulders, she would 
make her way home with a heavy heart ; for, vain 
and foolish though she was, our poor little Jeannette 
had a conscience. 

Then, when she had disposed of her sheep, she would 
go into the house and help in the household work ; but 
she was no longer the merry, chattering Jeannette of old. 
She was a grave and somewhat sullen maiden now, with 
a very heavy heart. She could not understand herself, 
and she would not tell her troubles to 
anyone ; she never talked to anyone 
but Chloris, and, although the doll 
was certainly a good listener, she was 
not, as you may imagine, particularly 
83rmpathetic. 

All this time guests were coming 
and going to and from the Castle; *" 
and Adelaide, although she often thought of Jeannette 
and her farm, and her ducks and fowls, and her pan- 
cakes, was not able to see anything more of the poor little 
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shepherdess upon whose young life, all unconsciously, her 
influence had cast so heavy a shadow. 

But, after a time, the family at the Castle were once 
more left to themselves ; and one warm summer's day, 
when the Baroness lay upon the sofa looking at the 
gambols of her little boy and her dog, and when Made- 
moiselle Carmelinde, also affected by the heat, declined to 
go for a long walk with her pupil, Adelaide, feeling some- 
what weary and lonely, asked for and obtained permission 
to send a messenger to fetch Jeannette to the Castle. 

And, of course, Jeannette was only too glad to obey 
the summons. She went on that day, and on many 
days besides, and she was always a welcome visitor. 

There had come a reaction throughout the Castle 
household after all the recent excitement. The Parisian 
cook felt that his occupation was gone and his energies 
wasted. Lisette and Marton, the two soubrettes, made 
no secret of their dissatisfaction at the dulness of the 
Castle and their longings to return to Paris; and when- 
they had amused themselves by teazing the footmen, 
and had excited the fury of Margot, and Marianne, and 
old Herv6, by laughing at the good Breton folk, their 
dress, and their manners, they were rather glad to turn 
to Jeannette, who, they condescendingly observed, was 
* not half bad for a peasant ; ' and they instructed her 
in the etiquette of soubrette life, and told her how she 
was to behave in the servants' hall ; and it was really 
wonderful what an apt scholar the child proved, and 
how quickly she adopted the little airs and graces of 
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wkichy only a few short months before, she had been in 
such utter ignorance. Of course, she could not hel{^ taking 
some of these Castle manners to the farm. 

Her elder sister, Javotte, who was married, but still 
lived with her husband in her old home, did not seek to 
hide her anger at what she called the girl's insolence. 
Javotte was an industrious personage, hard upon herself 
as well as upon others ; and she deeply resented Jeannette 
wasting all her time at the Castle, leaving the other 
members of the family to get through the work as best 
they could. 

And even when she was at home Jeannette did nothing; 
all she thought of was to get her dress in order for the 
occasion of her next visit What she did in the fields no 
one knew; the result of her labours with her distaff were 
never seen at the farm. Javotte remembered how hard 
her mother had been upon her when she was a girl, and 
now Jeannette was allowed to do just as she pleased, so 
long as Mademoiselle Adelaide required her presence at 
the Castle. A stern sense of justice, mingled with a 
good deal of jealousy, caused Javotte to become her 
young sister's enemy. 

She did not dare give vent to her sentiments, for she 
knew she shoidd get no redress from her mother, whose 
head was completely turned at what she considered 
Jeannette's triumph. Pierre Gouarh6, his sons, and his 
son-in-law, were generally at work in the fields, and knew 
very little of what went on in the house. Gothon was 
very sad at what she saw, but she took Jeannette's part 



Digitized by VjjOOQIC 



78 CHLORIS BEGINS TO DO MISCHIEF. 

against Javotte (behind the child's back), and always tried 
to find excuses for her. Of course the child was young, 
and it was but natural that she should like pleasure 
hetter than work, and it was not her fault that the people 
at the Castle liked her so much ; her good heart would 
carry her safely through it all. But Javotte was not to 
be convinced, and perhaps Gothon herself was somewhat 
doubtful of the strength of the cause she espoused so 
warmly. 

Jean was never to be seen. Summer is always a very 
busy time in the country ; and, added to that, his father 
had been ill and confined to his bed for some weeks by an 
attack of low fever, and the whole work of the farm fell 
upon the son. 
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There's no want of meat, sir ; 
Portly and curious viands are prepared 
To please all kinds of appetites. 

— Massinger. 
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CHAPTER IX. 

A FETE AT THE CASTLE. 

A RUMOUR had got afloat that it was very probable 
that the Baron would remain at Kerleonik during 
the winter. Whether or not he ever entertained such 
an idea is not to the point ; but before the autumn leaves 
had fallen, great news came to the Castle. The King had 
appointed the Baron lieutenant-in-chief of the royal 
forests. Not only, therefore, must the idea of wintering 
at Kerleonik be given up, if it had ever been thought of, 
but this new appointment would render its Master's pre- 
sence at Court almost indispensable. It would be many 
a long day, perhaps, before the Castle would open its 
gates again to receive its lordly tenants. 

The news spread like vrildfire through the village. 
Everyone was sorry, for the Baron was a kind and 
generous landlord ; and, good, honest man though Mon- 
sieur Lorhan was, the farmers liked dealing with the 
master better than with his steward. Meantime, Mon- 
sieur Lorhan was distressing bimself considerably at the 
fact tbat no public demonstration of their good-will had 
been given by the people to the Baron. Of course it 
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had been no one's fault: the period of mourning de- 
manded by the old Baroness' death had put a stop to 
all rejoicings, but still the absence of any fSte in honour 
of the present Baron was a blot on the annals of Ker- 
l^onik. 

But was it irreparable ? Could not the mischief be 
even now remedied? Would it not be possible to 
organize a kind of public farewell to the family, mingled 
with expressions of devotion, and the hope that before 
long the tenants might again welcome their master to 
his baronial halls P 

But how could it be done ? What form should the 
demonstration take ? Monsieur Lorhan, who was not a 
very inventive genius, took Mademoiselle Carmelinde 
into his confidence. She was only too glad to be entrusted 
with so congenial a task. She would search through 
some of her old romances, and find something which 
would at once be new and startling to the Baron and 
Baroness. 

The week that preceded the departure of the family 
from the Castle was one of extreme bustle. 

There were long and secret conferences between Made- 
moiselle Carmelinde, Adelaide, Lisette, and Marton; 
whilst Jeannette, who now spent every day at the Castle, 
was admitted into the council-chamber. 

Pierre Gouarh^'s sheep were left very much to them- 
selves at that time, and the farmer began to wish the 
grandees would take their departure. The evening 
before the great day a lamb was missing. It was the 
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first time that any imputation of negligence could be 
laid to Cyrus* door. 

The morning of the fete dawned. The peasants, men 
and women, were assembled in the chief court of the 
Castle in their holiday attire. Monsieur Lorhan was 
there in his powdered wig, looking very important, and 
feeling extremely anxious, for he did not in ,the least 
know what was going to be done ; it was quite evident, 
however, that Mademoiselle Carmelinde had organized 
something, for garlands of flowers were wreathed above 
the steps which led to the principal entrance, and a kind 
of green grotto at the foot of the staircase could not have 
got there by accident ; but the grotto was altogether en- 
closed, and no one could see who or what was inside it. 

* What are we going to do P * said some of the 
peasants. 

* Wish the Baron and Baroness, and their family, a 
prosperous voyage,* answered others. 

* Do you think it will be as it used to be in olden 
times, when the Baron's father returned from the wars ? 
My grandmother told me that then there was music and 
danciug, and they drank cider and wine.' 

* No one knows. Monsieur Lorhan will not say 
anything about it.* 

* Oh, here are all the tenants arriving. Penvraz of 

Kerentre, where are the Gouarhes ? Oh, here they 

come ; but Jeannette is not with them. Is she ill ?' 

* 111 ? I met her this morning ; of course she will be 
here ; she is such a favourite at the Castle ! * 
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And now the door is thrown wide open, and the Baron 
and the Baroness, and Adelaide and the haby heir 
appear, and are greeted with shouts of applause, and 
cries of * Long, live our master and mistress, and all 
their family ! ' 

They all bowed and smiled, and the baby clapped 
his hands ; then Monsieur Lorhan, in the name of the 
tenants, made a long and very prosy speech, through 
the whole of which Mademoiselle Carmelinde and Ade- 
laide kept their eyes fixed upon the grotto. 

Then the Baron thanked them all for their kindness 
and their good wishes, and there was a great deal of 
applause ; and, in the midst of it all, the mysterious grotto 
opened, and a shepherdess, who seemed to have walked 
straight out of a fan, ascended the steps and made a 
graceful bow to the lordly family. 

She was exactly like the doll which was so well known 
to the whole village. There was 
the same frizzed hair, the same 
straw hat encircled with flowers, 
the same green velvet body laced 
with rose-coloured ribbons, the same 
silk skirt embroidered with flowers of 
various colours, the same dainty 
little apron, the same shoes with 
rose-coloured rosettes and silver 
buckles— all the same, even to the 
crook decorated with ribbons. 

She held a basket in her hand. 
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which contained some snow-white oggs, lying in soft 
moss, she carried a cage with two turtle doves in it, 
and behind her walked a lamb, white as soap and water 
and violet powder had been able to make it. 

The poor thing did not seem to like its present posi- 
tion at all, and bleated piteously. 

The shepherdess was accompanied by a shepherd, also 
dressed like a shepherd on a fan, the prominent colour 
about him being apple-green. He carried a basket of 
fruit, and both shepherd and shepherdess laid their offer- 
ings at the feet of the Baron and Baroness ; then he took 
a flute from his pocket, and she sang a little song to an 
old Breton tune, wishing health and prosperity, and a 
speedy return, to the lords and ladies of Kerleonik. 

The little play was at an end: the Baroness had 
embraced the shepherdess, and Mademoiselle Carme- 
linde and Adelaide were flushed with triumph at the 
success of their endeavours ; the footmen and the sou- 
hrettes laughed, and the peasants thought it all very 
fine, and wondered who the shepherdess was. Then the 
Baron thanked his people once more, and begged them 
all to go into the field nearest the Castle, where refresh- 
ments would be provided for them, and where they might 
dance and sing to their hearts' content, and as long as 
they pleased. 
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CHAPTER X. 

Lore ! oh, young Love ! 
Why bast thou not security? Thou art 
Like to a bright river, on whose course the weeds 
Are thick and heavy. 
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CHAPTER X. 

POOR JEAN. 

rpHE shepherd gallantly oflfered his hand to the 
shepherdess quite in the style of a gentleman 
accustomed to town life, and together they descended 
the steps, followed by the lamb, which, it must be con- 
fessed, somewhat resisted the eflforts made by the shep- 
herdess to pull him by the rose-coloured ribbon which 
encircled his neck. 

The gaily-attired pair stood amongst the peasants 
now, their identity no longer doubtful. * Jasmin ! ' cried 
some of the crowd. * Jeannette ! * ejaculated others. 

Yes, it really was Jasmin the footman, and Jeannette 
the little shepherdess; all had been arranged by 
Mademoiselle Carmelinde. Chloris had served as a model 
for. the girl's dress ; everything was quite satisfactory. 
Tlien it became necessary to find a shepherd. Jean was 
proposed by Adelaide, but the idea was scouted by 
Jeannette ; then Loie was thought of, but he was pro- 
nounced far too stupid and clumsy to take the part. 
Lisette suggested Jasmin, the Baron's valet; Jasmin 
consented, and we have seen the result. 
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Everyone seemed pleased with the display, the servants 
of the Castle and the villagers were all loud in their 
admiration of both shepherd and shepherdess, and 
Agathe Gouarh^ was prouder than ever at her daughter's 
success. 

But there are exceptions to every rule, and on this 
occasion there were three people who did not share the 
general appreciation of the little masquerade. 

Gothon was very unhappy. Jcannette in this grand 
dress! Jeannette singing whilst Jasmin played the 
flute! Jeannette made to look like the stupid doll 
Chloris ! Oh, that was no longer her Jeannette ! * How 
will it all end P' sighed the faithful servant, and a great 
fear took possession of her heart. 

Pierre Gouarh^, too, felt uneasy in his mind. True, 
for Jeannette's sake, the Baron had exempted him from 
paying certain dues upon his lands, and the Baroness 
had oflfered to provide for the girl's future ; but, after all, 
what could be the future of a peasant's daughter, imless, 
indeed, a little fortune were given her, so that she might 
marry an honest man, a good Christian, and a good 
worker? The honest man was at hand. Jean was 
already Jeannette's affianced husband, and never, through 
all his life, had he caused one moment's sorrow to any- 
one. But were these plays, and this smart clothing, and 
the society of vain aoubreites, and lazy footmen and valets, 
fit training for a girl who must, as a Breton peasant's 
wife, be honest, and hard-working, and wise P 

* The sooner the grand people are off, the better I shall 
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be pleased/ mused Pierre ; *and I trust it may be a very 
long time before they come back again/ 

If such thoughts as these were in Pierre Gouarh^'s 
mind, what must all this have been to Jean Penvraz ? 

Jean was simply furious ; he looked upon his future life 
as blighted entirely, and saw everything in the darkest 
colours. 

He remembered how often on winter evenings, when 
his old mother had sat by the fire and complained of 
weariness after a hard day's work, his father had bade 
her cheer up, and remember that, in a very few years, 
they would have a bright, honest daughter in the old 
home, who would work for them cheerfully, and let them 
sit at rest in the chimney-comer. 

Then his mother would rouse herself from her com- 
plaining mood, and declare that she had plenty of strength 
left : Jeannette should not do all the work. Then she 
would praise the girl, and Farmer Penvraz would nod his 
head by way of approval, and say, * Yes, she certainly is a 
good girl, and a pretty girl, and our Jean is a good, brave 
boy. There is brightness in store for us yet in our old 
age, my good Fanchon ; these children will give us back 
some of our youth.' 

The tears were rolling down honest Jean's cheeks as 
he thought of these things. ' Poor old people ! ' he said 
to himself, * they will have to give up all their hopes of 
Jeannette as a daughter. Oh, I am glad they did not 
come to the fete. What would they have said if they 
had seen her?' 
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Jeannette really looked very pretty, and her head was 
so turned by the flattering words poured into her ear on 
all sides, that she failed to notice Gothon's sadness, or 
her father's care-worn expression, or Jean's evident 
anger, or the scornful Looks of the women led on by 
Javotte. 

Jasmin continued to play his part 

of shepherd, and never left her side ; 

the music struck up, and he danced 

with her — not the wild dances of the 

country, but such minuets as he had 

seen danced in Paris and Versailles, 

and which he now taught Jeannette, 

who was as apt a pupil at that as she 

had been at learning the manners of 

the soubrettes. 

The Castle servants laughed, Margot and Marianne 

shrugged their shoulders, and Jean, with bent brows, 

stood apart leaning on his stick. 

Gothon went up to him. * Jean,' she said, *come with 
me.' 

* What for ? ' he asked. * Why should I not stay here ? 
There are a great many others looking on ; why should I 
not look?' 

* No, come ! I wish to speak to you,' she continued, 
trying to draw him away ; * I know all that is in your 
thoughts ; but, remember, they are going away to-morrow. 
She will not see them again, and it will be as though she 
had never seen them.' 
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* Who knows ? She is quite capable of going away 
with them/ 

* If you thought that, Jean, you would not be doing 
your duty, staying where you are/ 

He looked astonished, and she went on. 

'No; you would not be doing your duty. You would not 
be keeping your promise. You have promised to protect 
her, and would you do nothing to keep her from going 
headlong to ruin ? I do not believe she has the smallest 
idea of going away. I believe she is only amusing her- 
self, like the child she is ; but if you think it, and you 
do not try to save her, I repeat you are not doing your 
duty.' 

* I am not doing my duty ! You shall see, Gothon. 
You shall see, also, whether she will listen to me/ 




He pushed away the crowd of spectators, and went up 
to where Jeannette sat resting upon a bench. 
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' Jeannette/ lie said, * do you hear the music $t the 
other end of the field? Come there with me. Your 
father and mother are there, and Gothon, and all who 
love you.' 

Jeannette had no time to answer. 

^Hulloa, young man!' said Jasmin. *You wish to 
carry off my pupil, I see. She will have plenty of oppor- 
tunities of dancing to the tune of your rustic pipes. Let 
me teach the Court dances to my shepherdess ; she has a 
marvellous aptitude for them.' 

'Yes ! yes !' cried the others, *let the shepherd dance 
with his shepherdess ! Go and find your equals, yoimg 
man ; go back to your village music.' 

And Jean, thus repulsed and baffled, and pursued by 
the tall footmen shouting in his ear a Breton air, in 
imitation of the music of the bagpipes, rashed off in a 
violent passion, without even waiting to see whether 
Jeannette wished to keep him near her. 
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My blood hath been too cold and temperate, 
The' apt to stir at these indignities ; 
But you have foond me. 

— King Henry IV. 
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CHAPTER XI. 

A GREAT VICTORY, 

TEANNETTE felt anything but happy when she 
went home that evening. Her conscience 
smote her for a great deal that had happened that 
day — aye, for a great deal that had happened for many 
weeks past ; and she fully expected that, either on the 
way home or when she reached the farm, a good scold- 
ing was in store for her from her father. 

But Pierre Qouarh^ was a prudent individual. More- 
over, he had a man's dislike to anything like a scene, so 
he put off until the next day the hard words he had 
meant to say to his child ; and he commanded Javotte, 
who was literally brimming over with virtuous indig- 
nation, not to say one word to her young sister that 
night. 

"When the morning arrived, Pierre Gouarh^ had 
changed his mind. It was true that the Baron had 
said he should try and return to Kerleonik in the Spring 
for a short time ; but his present position at Court ren- 
dered that exceedingly doubtful. Perhaps the family 
might not be back for years, perhaps they might never 
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come back at all ; and, therefore, what use was there in 
scolding the child, who was obstinate and wilful, and 
would be more likely to do a thing out of a spirit of 
perversity than because she really cared about it? And, 
after all, there was nothing now that she could do. She 
could not dress up as a shepherdess and act in a play, 
and dance with the footmen and valets of the Castle, for 
the Castle would be empty. Of course she would feel a 
little dull at first, but that would soon pass away. It 
would be time enough to take precautions when the family 
returned to Kerl^onik. 

And so, when the next day came, the farmer did not 
speak one word of rebuke nor of warning to his child. 
In this he was undoubtedly wrong ; his reasons may 
have been very good, but it is always better to put people 
into the right way, than to run the risk of letting them 
find it for themselves. A few severe words from her 
father might have cleared Jeannette's brain of the cob- 
webs of folly and vanity, which had collected there ; but 
no one spoke to her ; no one (except poor faithful Gothon) 
gave her one word of warning ; and she went on indulging 
in her hollow dreams of grandeur, and willingly put away 
the happiness which was waiting for her at her very 
door. 

Oh, how hard life was to the poor child in those 
winter months ! Sow distasteful was the black bread, 
and the rough living at the farm, after the refinements 
and luxuries of the Castle I 

She. told her troubles to Ohloris, and asked her many 
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and many a time whether Adelaide would come back 
to Kerl^onik in the Spring. Chloris did not answer, 
and perhaps Jeannette thought that silence meant con- 
sent. Anyhow, the hope that the Spring would bring 
her what she longed for was her one consolation in her 
misery. 

For it was misery ; because there is no greater trouble 
than to feel that, by our own fault, we have lost the 
love of those who once loved us truly. 

Pierre Gouarh^, although he did not scold her, 
seldom spoke to Jeannette. Javotte, however, was not 
sparing of her words, and lost no opportimity of taunting 
her young sister. Gothon treated her with a strange 
mixture of tenderness and pity, very diflferent from her 
old caressing manner ; and Jean, because of the great 
press of work, and the snow, and the bad roads, 
excused himself from coming at all to the farm. 

Poor Agathe Gouarhe was the only one who still was 
proud of Jeannette, still boasted of the lucky day when 
the girl killed the snake with her sabot. And had 
Adelaide forgotten Jeannette ? Indeed she had not. Just 
about that time it was proposed that she should have a 
maid of her own, and who so fitting an one as Jeannette ? 
Wherefore Monsieur Lorhan, about to start for Paris on 
business, receives a letter from the Baron requesting him 
to go to Pierre Gouarh^'s farm and inform the family of 
the high honour that was intended for Jeannette; he 
was also ordered to bring the girl with him to Versailles. 

The steward, delighted with his mission, walked across 
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the muddy fields to the Chestnut Farm, picturing to him- 
self by the way, the gratitude with which the Baron's 
proposal would be received by Pierre Gouarhe and bis 
wife. But when he had sat for a few minutes in the 
kitchen, and told his errand, he met with no gratitude at 
all ; quite the contrary, in fact. The farmer would not 
allow his wife to speak, but sent her out to milk the cows ; 
then, firmly, but respectfully, he declined the Baron's 
offer; and poor Monsieur Lorhan found the walk home 
far more disagreeable than tbe walk to the farm had 
been. 

Jeannette need never have known anything about all 
this, but her mother could not resist telling her of the 
great honour that had been intended for her; and, of 
course, from that day she looked upon herself as an 
innocent victim, kept away by a cruel father from happi- 
ness and prosperity; but she made up her mind that, 
when the family returned to the Castle in the spring, she 
would throw herself at the Baron's feet, and tell him 
she would serve Mademoiselle Adelaide for ever, and she 
would ask him to take her under his protection ; then 
they would all see who was master, the baron or the 
farmer. 

Poor child ! she was so lost now to all sense of right, 
that she forgot that the farmer was her own father. 

Meantime she went on from day to day trying to pre- 
pare herself for the exalted situation of soubre'te to 
Mademoiselle Adelaide. 

She made herself a mask to protect herself from the 
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wind (there was no sun now); she covered her hands with 
gloves made oat of some old rags ; she took some flour 
from her mother's store, so that she might make her 
complexion white, and she pursued her experiments in 
the hair-dressing line ; whilst Cjrrus and the sheep were 
left to their own devices. 

One day, towards the end of the winter, Jeannette was 
sitting on one of the stones in Pkrres Longues. Before 
her, on the trunk of a tree, was her little looking-glass, and 
she was very husy powdering her hair, and twisting some 
rose-coloured rihbons into it, when suddenly she was 




conscious that something was wrong. She started up, to 
see the faithful Cyrus literally in the jaws of a fierce 
wolf J the savage creature's teeth were deep in the noble 
dog's throat, but still, wounded though he was, he was 
not vanquished. He made one mighty eflTort, and bit off 
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the wolf's ear ; the latter drew back with a fierce yell of 
pain ; Cyrus ran after him, seized him by the neck, and 
threw him into the dust. There were the two rolling 
together, biting and bitten — their blood flowed upon the 
ground, their cries rent the air ; the sheep fled, terrified, in 
all directions ; whilst Jeannette, in her distress, stood and 
shrieked for help. She saw it all now : a little lamb lay 
helpless and bleeding, but not dead, upon the ground. It 
was to save the poor thing that Cyrus had fought so 
nobly. 

At last the combat was over — the wolf was dead ; and a 
party of herdsmen, attracted by Jeannette's cries, appeared 
upon the scene. Cyrus was lying on the ground desperately 
wounded, but still breathing, and the men made a litter of 
branches and laid him on it gently, Jeannette, w ith con- 
siderable difficulty, collected her sheep together, and then 
the whole cortege set out for the Chestnut Farm. The 
girl had taken up her distaflf and the unlucky Made- 
moiselle almost mechanically ; all the good feeling that 
was in her heart — and there was some good there still, 
poor child ! — rose up at the sight of the faithful, bleediu'if 
dog. She even forgot her ridiculous head-dress, and 
entered the farm, her hair all powdered, and frizzed, and 
decked with ribbons. 

Pierre Gouarh^ was there. What was his fury at 
seeing his favourite dog wounded, and, perhaps, dying ! 
and all the work of that miserable doll ; for, of course, 
he saw at a glance how Jeannette had been occu- 
pied. He looked at Cyrus, who lifted his head faintly as 



Digitized by VjjOOQIC 



A GREAT VICTORY, 



107 



though to ask for a caress ; then his eye rested upon 
Jeannette with her doll in her arms, and in her grotesque 
attire. 

The wrath that had smouldered in the farmer's heart 
for so long burst forth in its full fury now. He took 
hold of the girl's arm and shook her violently, at the 
same time wresting the unconscious Chloris from her 
grasp. 

' Wretched child ! ' he cried, ' how 
have you been spending your time, in- 
stead of doing your duty as a Christian 
girl should do it ? Get oflf with you, 
unless you wish to share her fate.' 

Overwhelmed with grief and fear, 
Jeannette stretched out her hands to 
regain her idol ; but the farmer, bran- 
dishing Chloris in the air, threw her — Jeannette did 
not see where, for at the same moment she was violently 
pushed outside the door of the old farmhouse. 
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CHAPTER XII. 

Blest, though every teax that falls 

Doth in its silence of past sorrow tell, 

And makes a meeting seem most like a dear farewell. 

— Anon, 



Digitized by VjjOOQIC 



Digitized by VjjOOQIC 



CHAPTER XII. 

FLIGHT. 

TE ANNETTE fell somewhat violently to the ground; 
and for an instant felt stunned and bewildered ; 
but she soon recovered herself, and then she began to 
think what she had better do. 

She could not venture to face her father's wrath, 
and yet she felt she must know how poor Cyrus was 
going on, so she determined to hide in the bam until 
she saw her father go out, and then she would try 
and find Gothon and ask her the latest news of the 
faithful dog. 

There was a door which led from the bam into 
the kitchen of the farm house, and Jeannette could 
distinctly hear herself and her misconduct discussed in 
loud and angry tones. 

Her mother tried to excuse her, but her father 
would not listen to a single word of extenuation on 
her behalf. Gothon did not seek to defend her, she 
only asked that a little indulgence might be granted 
her on account of her youth; and it appeared to 
Jeannette that her father listened patiently to the 
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faithful servant, and even rebuked Javotte's too voluble 
tongue. 

But he declared that Jeanuette should never again set 
her foot within the Castle walls^ and he expressed his 
determination of not allowing her to come back to the 
farm house. 

^ She might go and sleep with the sheep, instead of 
Cyrus,' he said, *that would be the proper place for 
her.' 

Jeannette's heart sank within hen So, she was turned 
out of her home ! It had come to this, and she was 
never again to re-enter the Castle. But her father could 
not prevent her going there now, if she wished it, and 
she would go at once. Monsieur Lorhan could not 
refuse to receive her: as the Baron had given orders 
not long ago that he should take her with him to Ver- 
sailles, he would be sure to find some means of sending 
her there. By the next day she would be far away from 
the Chestnut Farm. She bad had enough of the old 
life, of the sheep, and all the animals, and the con- 
tinual fault-finding. She would bid good-bye to it all. 
And the misguided girl started off briskly in the direction 
of the Castle. 

Jeannette knew every step of the way, she had walked 
it a hundred times, at all hours, and she was not likely 
to lose herself, even though the shadows of night were 
fast falling. 

But nothing is so apt as a troubled conscience to 
make one feel timid and frightened. Jeannette^ who 
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was brave enough in the daytime, shared, like the rest 
of the villagers, a belief in fairies good and bad, and 
numberless evil spirits, who trans- 
ported their victims to all kinds of 
horrible places, and then left them 
to die. She did not think very 
much of the good genii on that 
winter's night ; it was to the evil ones 
that her troubled conscience pointed, 
and the further she got from the 
Farm, the more she trembled and 
the keener grew her fears. 

It was very cold, too, and she was 
very hungry. The cries of the night- 
birds seemed to her to be foreboding of evil. The 
terrible loneliness was oppressive; she tried to say a prayer, 
but, poor child, she had not prayed for a very long time, 
and she was so wretched that she greatly feared God 
would not hear her. 

* My father has turned me out of doors,' she mur- 
mured, * how can I expect or hope for mercy from the 
great God ? ' 

At last she could not walk any more, and sank down 
weary and exhausted at the foot of an old oak, and there 
fell asleep. 

When she awoke day was breaking, the cold was 
more intense than ever in the dawn of the March morn- 
ing, and through the mist it seemed to the frightened 
girl as though shadowy forms moved amongst the trees. 
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Then camo the sound of wheels. Oh, horror! it 
must be the chariot of the chief of the evil spirits come 
to carry her away, and Jeannette gave a long, loud cry, 
and then fainted. 

At this cry the 'chariot* stopped; it was only a 
plough however, which an industrious labourer was driving 
towards the field where he was going to work 




' Hullo ! ' shouted a cheery voice. * Who is it P 
Why don't you answer ? I wish it were not so dark.' 

The owner of the voice drew his tinder-box from his 
pocket and speedily struck a light. 

'What on earth is it?* he cried. 'Why, it is— it 
must be — a woman lying on the ground ; wait a minute. 
Oh, my poor Jeannette I ' 

And Jean, for he it was, forgot all his anger, and 
knelt down on the ground at Jeannette's side, to speak 
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to her tenderly, and to try and bring lier back to life 
by rubbing her hands and breathing upon her pale 
face. 

But it was of no use : Jeannette remained quite still, 
with closed eyes and clenched teeth. 

'Ohy if she should die! * cried the poor fellow. 'I 
must carry her home ; my mother will know better than 
I do what is to be done for her.' 

He turned the heads of his oxen and told them to go 
back to the stable, and then he Ufted Jeannette gently in 
his arms, and carried her to his mother. 

The good woman, who had risen early, as usual, to begin 
her household duties, was very much astonished when she 
heard the oxen and the plough returning to the stable, 
and, to add to her surprise, the next minute Jean passed 
the window carr3ring the fainting Jeannette in his arms. 

Of course Jean could only say where he had found 
the girl; and the first thing to be done was to try and 
restore her to consciousness. 

So a great log was thrown upon the hearth, and they 
laid Jeannette before it, and poured some warm milk down 
her throat, and presently she opened her eyes, and stared 
around her with a timid, frightened gaze. There is no 
telling upon what horrors the poor thing thought it might 
be her punishment to look ; but she closed them again 
with a sigh of relief, whilst a deep blush came upon her 
cheek. She did not know how Jean and his mother 
might receive her. 

She was soon reassured by their tenderness and care ; 
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her weakness was so great, that it served as an excuse for 
not answering old Madame Fenvraz's questions. 

' My poor Jeannette ! what is the matter ? What a 
mercy that Jean found you! Did you lose yourself? 
Drink a little more milk, my child. You are hetter 
now, are you not P Jean, my boy, go and imharness 
your oxen ; you cannot go to work this morning. You 
must walk over to the Chestnut Farm, and tell them that 
the little one is here. They must be terribly anxious 
about her. Your head is uncomfortable, is it not, Jean- 
nette? Now go and do what I tell you, Jean. lam 
going to put the child to bed ; she is half dead with 
fatigue.' 

When Jean, having unhar- 
nessed his oxen, came back for 
the last news of the invalid, he 
heard that she was comfortably 
^ ensconced in Mother Fenvraz's 
'\% bed ; he was also told a little of 
the story which the girl had con- 
fided to her kind old friend. 
The latter, who did not know the 
many provocations which Fierre Gouarh^ had endured, 
thought he had beeu a little hard upon Jeannette, but 
she was too sensible to tell her so ; on the contrary, she 
gently and lovingly put before her the wrong she had 
done, and Jeannette allowed her to send a humble and 
penitent message to her father by Jean. 

Jean himself went off whistling. For many months 
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he had not felt as happy and joyous as he felt that 
morning. 

The day had risen clear and bright ; the wet grass 
sparkled in the March sunshine, and the little birds sang 
a glad carol to the returning Spring. 

' I have found Jeannette ! ' was the glad thanksgiving 
that went up from Jean's honest heart, as he trudged 
briskly towards the Chestnut Farm. 

Pierre Gouarh^ had not at first troubled himself much 
about his child ; he thought she would sleep in one of 
the out-houses, and that to go to bed supperless would 
not be a bad punishment for her ; but when all the rest 
of the family had retired to rest, Gothon, with a piece of 
bread in her hand, went to search for the culprit, and 
could not find her anywhere. She went back to alarm 
the household, and then there was great consternation ; 
for until those last unhappy months Jeannette had been 
everyone's pet. She had always been such a bright, 
merry, obliging little maiden. 

They searched for her all through the night ; and now, 
when Jean Penvraz arrived at the farm, it was to find 
all the women in tears, whilst the farmer sat gloomy and 
silent in the chimney-comer. 

He did not say much when Jean told bis news, only 
the way he clasped the lad's hands told that his sufiier- 
ing all through that wretched night had been as great 
as anyone's. 

When Jeannette, still pale and weak, arrived at the 
farm next day, no one reproached her, no one spoke of 
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what had happened, not even of Cyrus' wounds (the 
noble old fellow was getting better), nor of the wolf, 
whose skin had been given to Monsieur Lorhan, as a 
present for the Baron ; not even of Ohloris, who had 
entirely disappeared amid the general confusion. Every- 
thing seemed restored to order ; Jeannette resumed the 
care of her sheep, and took her distaflP out with her, as 
in the olden days, escorted by a dog who was to replace 
Cyrus for a time ; and Jean began to find some good 
excuse for walking from Kerentr^ to the Chestnut Farm 
every day. And so the time passed on until Easter 
week. 
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Passion maizes the will lord of the reason. 

— Shakespeare. 
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CHAPTER XIII. 

'I CANNOT MARRY TOUJ 

XT was during Easter week that a wedding took 
place in the old village church. Thomas^ the 
servant at the Chestnut Farm, took to himself a wife, 
and that wife was none other than the good Gothon. 

The newly-married couple were to continue to live at 
the farm, and Pierre Gouarh^ insisted that the wedding 
should be from his house, the dinner should be at his 
expense, the dance should take place in his field. 

Everyone loved Thomas and Gothon, and all the 
villagers brought them presents according to their 
respective means, and it was said that so grand a fete 
had not been known for years, although the bride and 
bridegroom were but farm servants. 

It was at this wedding, however, that Jeannette once 
more began to indulge in her foolish fancies ; this fete 
reminded her of another, where she had been the queen, 
and set her longing for the grandeur of the Castle, and 
for the society of the soubretfes, and valets, and foot- 
men. 

She was not very happy yet. When folks have done 



Digitized by VjjOOQIC 



124 */ CANNOT MARRY YOU.' 

wrong, it takes a long time to go back to the old ways — 
in fact, it is doubtful whether one can ever quite go back 
to them ; something, some old haunting memory, seems 
to come unbidden to one's mind, and there is a difference 
in one's life — a little cloud is there that was not there 
before. 

The family at the farm ( Javotte included) had for- 
given Jeannette, Jean had forgiven her, but the villagers 
and the Kerleonik tenants had not forgotten the day 
when the farmer's daughter gave herself such ridiculous 
airs, and the Breton folk highly disapproved of mas- 
querading. The part the girl had played on that 
memorable day had caused them to rank her with an 
actress — a class of whom they stood in virtuous horror. 

No one spoke to her, no one cared about her : had it 
not been for Jean, she would have been alone the whole 
day long. She was very grateful to him for his good- 
ness, but could he make up for all that she had lost ? 

It seems that he could not ; for, after Gothon's wed- 
ding, Jeannette again became grave and preoccupied, 
and longed more than ever for the return of the Baron 
and his family. 

In June, Lafleur, one of the valets, arrived at the 
Castle, to consult with Monsieur Lorhan and Madame 
Levellec about some alterations that were to be made in 
some of the rooms. 

The Baron hoped to be able to revisit Kerleonik, and 
to fill the Castle with guests during the hunting season. 

Pierre Gouarh^ heard the news with considerable 
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vexation. If the young mistress sent for Jeannette, how 
could he say that he would not allow her to go to the 
Castle ? It would not be possible for him to do so. 

Then a bright idea struck him ; if it was not possible 
to refuse permission to a little shepherdess to go at her 
lord's bidding to amuse his daughter, it would be an 
entirely diflferent affair if the little shepherdess could, 
before the Autumn, be turned into a wife, with her house 
to look after, and her husband to take care of her. 

Jeannette was just sixteen and a half, and looked 
quite eighteen ; she must be married to Jean before the 
influx of visitors at the Castle took place. Of course it 
would be somewhat earlier than the original time fixed 
upon ; but what did that matter, when it would save so 
much risk and trouble ? 

So it was settled between the elders ; and old Farmer 
Penvraz bade his wife prepare their new daughter's 
room, and the good, loving old soul spent her time and 
strength in making the farmhouse look brighter and 
more comfortable than it had looked for many a long 
year. 

Jean and Jeannette were of course the last to be con- 
sulted in the matter. What need was there to say 
anything to them as to the time of the marriage ? The 
fact itself had been settled for the last sixteen years, and 
of course they would only be too glad to have the 
wedding put on; it would be an agreeable surprise 
to them. 

*Jean,' said old Farmer Penvraz, one morning, as 
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the two walked together towards a field they were going* 
to mow, ' Jean, when you have finished your work, you 
had better go and find Jeannette ; Gouarhe and I have 
agreed that your wedding had better take place in about 
six weeks from this time.' 

' Yes, Father, I will go,* answered Jean, quietly ; but 
his heart was very full of joy, as he mowed vigorously 
and quickly. He was always industrious, but that 
morning it seemed as though new strength and power 
had come to him. 

To work for one's bread is the law of necessity ; to 
work for the father and mother who have watched over 
one's young life is a pleasant task ; but to work for the 
woman one loves, and who is to be the partner of the 
joys and sorrows of one's life ; to toil, never mind how 
hard, for the children God has given one — this is the 
joy and glory of a man; it is the fulfilment of his 
destiny; and Jean, as he mowed, said to himself, 'From 
this day, the work that I do is done for her ! ' 

His task was over at last, and he went up to his 
father to bid him good-bye. 

The old man looked at him for a moment, and the 
tears stood m his eyes ; perhaps he was thinking of a 
day, long, long ago, when his wife, now so feeble and 
ailing, had been young and bright as Jeannette was; 
and when they began life together, so full of hope, — that 
life which had been very hard to them ; but they had 
loved each other through it all ! 

Penvraz put his trembling hand on Jean's head, and 
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said^ ' God bless you^ my boy ; and grant that you may 
rule your home according to His will ! ' 

He turned away and went home to his old wife^ 
whilst Jean, with rapid strides, made his way to Pierres 
Langues, where he knew he should find Jeannette, 

Upon what seemingly small chances hang the events 
of this life ! There is no telling whether, if Jean had 
visited Jeannette in the early morning, instead of waiting 
until he had done his work, he might not have received 
a different answer from the one he did receive; but, 
whilst he was mowing, Jeannette, sitting on the old 
stone, spinning — C3rrus, quite recovered from his wounds, 
lying by her side, the sheep taking their usual morning 




meal — saw a man approach, who presently took off his 
hat to her, when she at once recognised Lafleur, the 
valet. 

'How do you do, Monsieur Lafleur ? ' she said. 

' How do you do. Mademoiselle Jeannette P ' 
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Then began a long conversatioD. The shepherdess was 
eager for news of Mademoiselle Adelaide^ and Lafleur 
told her that she was growing very lovely, and was very 
much admired; he also announced the young lady's 
determination to have Jeannette for her maid — all would 
be settled when the family arrived in the autumn. 
Marton and Lisette had begged him (Lafleur) to remem- 
ber them very kindly to Jeannette ; and as for Jasmin, 
directly he had heard that his comrade was going to 
Kerleonik, he said, *Do not forget to tell my little 
shepherdess that I throw myself entirely at her feet, 
and assure her of my entire devotion to her ! ' 

Whether Jasmin had. ever sent such a message, or 
whether it was a pure invention of Lafleur's, matters 
little. Poor Jeannette believed it, and was transported 
with delight. 

Jasmin had assured her of his devotion, had she not 
felt that it was so, ever since the night of the fete at the 
Castle, when he had paid her all those compliments! 
And now he was coming back, he would ask her hand 
in marriage of her father, or rather, perhaps, of the 
Baron, so that he could not be refused; she would 
become Madame Jasmin, and she would be Mademoiselle 
Adelaide's soubrette; she would dress in flowered skirts 
and muslin aprons, and live in castles and grand houses, 
in the same town as the King himself! 

Lafleur had taken his departure when Jean arrived, 
looking happy and joyous, his heart beating very 
fast. 
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He had stopped at a clear stream and washed his face, 
and smoothed his long fair hair, and arranged his work- 
ing dress; he wanted to look as well as he could in 
Jeannette's eyes on that sweet June afternoon. 

He had washed his sabots too, and put a bunch of 
broom in his large hat. 

With his fine figure, his regular features, and his 
frank, honest air, he was certainly a much better looking 
fellow than either Jasmin or Lafleur, or any of the 
grand servants at the Castle ; but Jeannette failed to see 
this. After a time he said to her, as tenderly as he 
could, ' Jeannette, our elders have decided that we are 
to be married in August — shall we be betrothed on 
Sunday ? Never, since I could think at all, have I had 
any other thought but that some day I should be your 
husband. All I ask is that I may make you happy : 
with God's help, I will do so as long as I live.' 

Jeannette turned her head away with a gesture of 
disdain. 

* No,' she said. ' I cannot marry you ! ' 
Jean's face was clouded in an instant. 

* You cannot ! ' he cried, the tender tone changing 
into one of indignation. * You cannot ! What is the 
reason of this, Jeannette ? What is to prevent it? You 
cannot, Jeannette — is it true? Rather is it, that you 
will not ? ' 

' It is the same thing,' she answered. 
' You mil not ! What have I done— since when 
have I done anything? My mother expects you; to 
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be my wife ; my father loves you — And I ! — oh ! Jean- 
nette, do you wish to make us all die of grief P Tell 
me why you will not' 

' Because a woman cannot have two husbands, and I 
suppose a girl is at liberty to choose for herself? The 
Baron is coming back to the Castle, and he will give me 
to Monsieur Jasmin. I shall be Mademoiselle's sou- 
brette. I shall wear fine clothes, and live at Versailles. 
I daresay I shall go to Court with my mistress ! That 
is why I will not marry you ! ' 

Jean could not answer; he stood before Jeannette 
pale as death, whilst two great tears rolled down his 
cheeks. To look at him would have moved a heart of 
stone ; but Jeannette's heart at that moment was harder 
than stone. She rose from her seat and called Cyrus, 
and told him to take the sheep home. ThQ dog looked 
astonished, and evidently thought it too early to return 
to the farm, but obeyed his young mistress' commands, 
and dog, sheep, and shepherdess were soon out of 
sight. 

Jean remained standing where Jeannette had left him; 
it had been such a terribly sudden blow ; it had stunned 
and bewildered him completely. 

* She will not 1 she will not ! ' he repeated, plain- 
tively ; that was the one prominent thought in the poor 
fellow's mind; then he said to himself, 'My father and 
mother are expecting me — I must go home.' 

But he did not move for a long time. He thought 
she must come back to him. At last, with a mighty 
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eflFort, he dragged himself away from Pierres Longues, 
It was there that Jeannette had killed the snake. Oh! 
why was that good, brave action to be the beginning of 
such terrible evil P 

Poor Jean walked like a tipsy man, and in his 
abstraction turned his back upon Kerentr^. When he 
perceived what he had done, he did not retrace his steps. 

* I cannot go home in this state,' he thought. My 
mother would be so troubled to see me; I had better 
wait a little and try to recover myself; and he went on 
along the road ; but had not gone very far when he met 
Thomas, Qothon's tall husband. 

' I am very glad to see yoUj^ Thomas,' he said ; ' you 
can do me a great favour. Will you go to Kerentre, 
and tell my father that Jeannette will have nothing to 
say to me, and that I do not wish her to be annoyed 
on my account ? Do not let them be anxious about me ; 
I will be back in the evening. I am only going to take 
a little walk/ And without waiting to listen to Thomas' 
expressions of sympathy, Jean walked quickly on 
towards the high road. 
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" It is in length of patience, endurance, and forbearance, that 
so much of what is good in mankind and womankind is shewn." 

— Arthur Helps. 
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CHAPTER XIV. 

WATCHING AND WAITING. 

/^LD Fanner Penvraz walked home rather slowly 
after he had parted^ with his son ; he had two 
scythes to carry, instead of one, but he did not lose his 
temper because he was burdened with a heavier weight 
than usual ; on the contrary, he laughed within himself, 
and said, — 

'The boy must have been half wild with delight 
to have left his scythe behind him for me to bring 
home ; he who is always so thoughtful, and who always 
carries my burdens as well as his own/ 

* Where is Jean?' said his wife, as the old man 
approached the farm, and saw her standing in the 
doorway. 

Penvraz pointed laughingly to the road which led to 
the Chestnut Farm ; and the old woman understood him, 
and she laughed also. Then she took the scythes from 
her husband and carried them into the bam ; and when 
she came back to him she said, — 

* How did he take it — what did he say P * 

* He said nothing but * Yes, father, I will ! ' But he 
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looked very happy. And now let us have our dinner ; 
it is of no use waiting for Jean. The young people 
will have so much to say to each other ; and perhaps 
Jeannette will take him home with her, and he will dine 
with the Gouarh^. Why, Fanchon, he mowed three 
parts of the field himself ! I let him do it, it amused 
me to see him ; he is so brave, and strong, and active — 
such a fine fellow. It seemed very hard, wife, when one 
by one God took our children from us; but sometimes 
I think that it pleased Him to leave us the best of 
them all.' 

'You are right,' answered the old woman, giving a 
deep sigh to the memory of the little ones she had loved 
and lost. 'But do you think Jean will be home to 
supper ? Perhaps he will bring some of the Gouarhe's 
with him. I must set about making some cakes. Dear 
little Jeannette, how glad I shall be to have her here! 
I think she had better have the large room; the rain does 
not come in through the roof, as it does in the smaller 
one. The young lady at the Castle ought to have our 
house repaired for us, as she thinks so much of the child.' 

So the poor old soul chattered on, serving her husband's 
dinner, and feeding the fowls, who appeared clacking at 
the door, and announcing to her favourite grey cat that 
he would soon have two mistresses instead of one. 

Truly, that summer's day was a very happy one, so far, 
for the old Penvrazs. 

Towards evening they said to each other, — 

' He will soon be here now.' And the loving mother 
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took her spinning-wheel out of doors, that she might 
be the first to welcome her boy. Every minute she 
1 >oked up in the direction of the Chestnut Farm ; but 
Jean did not come. 

After a time old Penvraz joined his wife, and brought 
his pipe to the bench where she sat. 

' Ah ! ' he cried, * here he comes at last.* 

A man was approaching and drew near to the old 
couple, but it was not Jean. 

* It is Thomas ! ' they both exclaimed. ' He is come 
from the Gouarhe to invite us to go there.' And she 
stopped her spinning-wheel, and, with her husband, 
went to meet the farm-servant. 

Thomas looked troubled, and Jean's mother thought 
that something must have happened to her boy; 
either he had fallen down a precipice, or been tossed 
by a bull, or been bitten by a snake ; she never ima- 
gined anything approaching to the truth ; and when she 
heard it her surprise and anger were very great. 

She said a great many hard things of Jeannette, which 
the girl richly deserved; but, although she was very 
indignant at the insult ofiered to her son, she believed 
that in time all would be right. Gouarh^ and Penvraz 
both wished the marriage to take place, and of course 
it must take place. Jeannette would only be too glad to 
be Jean's wife, for where else could she find so good 
a husband P So she made up her mind as to what she 
would say to her boy on his return, by way of encourage- 
ment and consolation. 
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The sun went down, the shadows 
deepened, night fell upon the peaceful 
landscape, and still Jean did not come 
home. The stars shone in the cloud- 
less sky, and still there was no sign of 
him ; and those poor old people waited 
and watched in the old farm-house at 
Kerentr^, through the silent hours, till 
there was a rosy light in the East, 
telling of the dawning of another 
day. 

The mother wept and lamented, and put forward all 
kinds of reasons as to why the lad had not come 
home; the father said nothing, but at daybreak he 
put on his sabots, and went out to look for his son. 

All through those sad hours which followed that 
happy day when she and her husband had so rejoiced in 
their Jean's joy, the poor old woman sat and watched, and 
strained her eyes to look in the distance, for the return 
of her loved ones. But neither of them came ; neither 
Penvraz nor Jean. Could it be that they were both 
lost? 

At night the farmer came back, alone — ^wom out with 
grief and fatigue. He had been to the Chestnut Farm to 
inquire of Thomas exactly where he had seen Jean ; 
it was a long way off, almost farther than his old legs 
could carry him ; still he went on and on, inquiring of 
everyone he met whether his boy had passed that way ; 
but no one had seen Jean, no one knew anything about 
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him. At last, worn out with fatigue, poor old Penvraz had 
fallen down at the foot of a Calvary, and there he would 
prohably have remained if a farmer passing in his cart 
had not found him, and driven him to within a few yards 
of his own doon How often during that night, and the 
many nights that followed, did the poor old couple, 
overcome with sleep, in spite of themselves, start up 
from their beds at the sound of the wind coming through 
the worn-out boards of their door, thinking that Jean 
was knocking for admission ! 

But the nights and days passed on into weeks, and the 
boy did not come home. 

In vain they sought to obtain some tidings of him from 
the beggars who roamed about the country, or from the 
numerous pilgrims who came from a distance ; no one 
had seen the fine young fellow, nor any one answering 
to his description. 

They caused his body to be searched for in the 
ravines and the ponds — not that they for one moment 
imagined that he had committed suicide ; he was too 
good a Chiistian for that ; but he might have met with 
an accident in the dark, far away from all human help. 
Living or dead, however, poor Jean was not to be 
foimd. 

At last a notion gained ground amongst the villagers 
that the lad had been spirited away; the superstition 
was a common one in Brittany, and the old people were 
shunned by their neighbours, because, if such a mis- 
fortune falls upon a child, the parents are supposed to 
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have done something or other to account for it. The 
poor souls themselves saw nothing of all this, they 
were entirely absorbed in their own bitter grief; 










and what did they care whether visitors came to their 
hearth now, when Jean was no longer there to welcome 
them. 

Sadly enough they went to their daily toil ; and when 
evening came and they sat together in the kitchen, old 
Penvraz was silent and sorrowful, whilst his wife in- 
dulged in bitter invectives against Jeannette, whom she 
had loved so much, and who was the cause of all this 
misery. 
And how was it with Jeannette herself P 
She was unhappy enough in those days ; her father 
never spoke to her, but to reproach her ; Javotte was 
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triumphant, and even her mother did not dare to take 
her part ; she had been very fond of Jean, and grieved 
over his absence. None of the villagers would speak to 
her, and even the children would run away when they 
saw her, and say, ' That is the wicked 
girl who has brought such trouble 
upon the poor old Penvrazs/ 

Gothon alone never spoke un- 
kindly to her. She seldom addressed /^fffif/t IIH^DiK ^ 
her ; she knew, in her present mood, 
aU the talking in the world would be 
of no use; but she waited patiently 
for the first sign of repentance ; then she would open 
her honest, loving arms to the child she had always cared 
for so much. 

Jeannette avoided the Penvrazs altogether. She could 
not bear to hear them spoken of ; she was very sorry for 
them, she pitied them very much, the thought of them 
made her very sad — ^but this was not repentance. 

She had refused Jean, it was true ; but was that any 
reason why he should have run away from his parents, and 
made everything so disagreeable for her P It was Jean 
who was in the wrong ; she could not have acted other- 
wise. Her father was very angry ; but all would soon be 
right, for the Baron would return, and insist upon the 
farmer giving his daughter to Jasmin. 

Then there would be a grand wedding at the Castle, 
and all her enemies would only be too glad if she invited 
them to be present at it. 
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Thus Jeannette consoled herself; and, with these ideas 
in her foolish little head, was able to bear her position 
of the black sheep of the family with tolerable equani- 
mity. 
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Nor let the time thou owest to God, be spent 
In idly dreaming how thou mightest be. 

— Archbishop Trench. 
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CHAPTER XV. 

CASTLES IN THE AIR. 

TN September, when the woods round Kerleonik 
were bright with the sweet autumnal tints, the 
family returned to the Castle; a great many visitors 
with their saubrettes and valets arrived with them, and 
Monsieur Lorhan was as busy as he could possibly be, 
going about to the different farmers to receive their 
tithes, both in money and in kind. He visited the 
Chestnut Farm amongst others, and Jeannette, who was 
at home at the time, listened anxiously to all he said, 
hoping to hear some message for herself, some command 
from Mademoiselle Adelaide, that she should at once go 
to the Castle. Not one word was spoken about her, 
however; could it be possible that she was forgotten 
amid all the gaiety and bustle of the numberless 
visitors ? 

The girl could not bear the thought of this ; so the 
next day, when she went out with the sheep, she carried 
with her a little bundle containing her fdte-day attire, 
and when she reached Pierrea Longuea she dressed 
herself in the same dress in which she had so often 
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appeared at the Castle, and leaving her flock in Cyrus' 
care (he was sufficiently recovered to be able to resume 
his situation), she walked on as fast as she could to 
Kerl^onik. 

The great Court was crowded with strange servants 
when she entered it. Jeannette, in her Breton costume, 
was a novelty to them; they had not much to do, and 
were bent upon amusement, so they gathered round the 
girl, and laughed and jeered, and asked her who she was, 
and what she wanted P To which the girl answered, — 

^I am Jeannette, and I have come to see Made- 
moiselle Kerl^onik/ 

A roar of laughter greeted this announcement. 

' Jeannette ! What a pretty name ! Perhaps she is a 
Princess in disguise/ 

* That's it. Princess Jeannette ! ' 

' Where has her royal highness left her suite ? * 
' Her royal highness travels incognito^ 

* And so wears the costume of the country.* 

* Well, it suits her very well ! ' 

Jeannette, covered with shame and confusion, stood 
trembling in their midst; those last few months of 
vanity and self-indulgence had robbed the child of much 
of her natural honest courage. 

She did not know what to answer ; she saw no means 
of escape. Suddenly a deliverer appeared upon the 
scene, in the person of Jasmin himself. 

* My shepherdess ! ' he cried, bowing profoundly, 
* allow your faithful shepherd to conduct you to where 
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he knows you wish to go/ and he held out his hand 
with the air of a lord. 

Jeannette, proud and happy, touched it with the tips 
of her fingers. 

There was another burst of laughter from the lookers-on. 

'Jasmin knows the Princess/ they said. -Happy 
Jasmin ! ' 

* She is my shepherdess/ he answered. 'I was Myrtle, 
and she was my Chloris. Stand back^ I am going to 
conduct her to our young mistress.' 



.^k^;^- -^WhS^^^^^'-^-"^~ 




Thus it was that, under Jasmin's protection, Jeannette 
re-entered^the Castle of Kerl^onik. 

Adelaide, who had grown very much during the year 
of her absence, was at her toilette, submitting to all 
kinds of decorations at the hands of Lisette ; when she 
saw the yoimg shepherdess, however, she bounded for- 
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ward without any apparent regard for her fine clothes, 
and threw her arms round Jeannette's neck. 

* Oh, Jeannette, how glad I am to see you ! I have 
not had time to send for you ; it was quite right of you 
to come. As soon as I can I mean to come to the farm, 
and your mother will make me some pancakes — ^will she 
not? And bow are the fowls and the ducks, and 
Cyrus ? How nice you look, and how you have grown I 
It is quite time you should be married, and I mean to 
dance at your wedding.' 

The luncheon-bell rang and put a stop to the girl's 
chatter. 

* Do make haste, Lisette ! ' she cried. * I am not half 
ready. Jeannette will hold the pins for you.' 

* Hold the pins ! ' Jeannette's heart beat high with 
hope. Surely this was an introduction to the coveted 
post of soubrette, 

*By the way,' continued the irrepressible Adelaide, ' I 
was very sorry you could not come to me at Versailles, 
but of course your father had a very good reason for 
refusing ; it would not have done to separate the shep- 
herdess from her shepherd. That poor, good Jean, I 
should have been very sorry to grieve him.' 

Jeannette felt herself gradually descending from her 
pinnacle of greatness. 

Adelaide's toilette was completed at last. Lisette was 
satisfied. Jeannette, with a heavy heart, looked upon 
the yoimg lady's grandeur, but could find no words in 
which to convey her admiration. 
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*ToTi will come and see me very often, will you not ?* 
said Adelaide, as she was leaving the room. * I hope you 
will be married whilst we are at the Castle. I mean to 
give you a very pretty present; you shall choose it for 
yourself. I like weddings ; I have promised Marton to go 
to hers, for you know Marton is going to be married 
soon. Ah ! by the bye, you know her intended ; it is 
Jasmin, your shepherd !* 

And the merry girl ran off, leaving Jeannette standing 
there as one petrified. 

Suddenly there came to her mind a little story 
which Adelaide had once told her : it was about a dog 
who let go his prey so that he might seize upon its 
shadow. 

Yes, she was like that dog. She had repulsed the 
brave, noble Jean for Jasmin, who had but laughed at 
her. 

Her one wish was to run away without speaking to 
anyone. Lisette was busy putting away her young mis- 
tress's things ; and poor Jeannette flew out of the room and 
down the long passages into the fresh September air, and 
then she never ceased running until she reached Pierrea 
LongtMS. 
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I hae been to the wild- wood ; Mother, make my bed soon. 
For I'm weary wi' hunting, and fain would lie down. 

— Lord Randal, 
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CHAPTER XVL 

A FAITHFUL FRIEND. 

rpHEN she threw herself upon the ground, and cried 
as she had not cried since she was a little chUd. 
When her grief had become spent, she sat up and asked 
herself the reason of it all. One by one the memories 
of all those wasted months rose up before her, and she 
saw herself as she had never seen herself before ; and 
the future looked dreary and desolate indeed ! 

Where could she find comfort? Not in her own 
home ; she had behaved too badly to them all to expect 
that. True, her mother would be good to her, and talk 
to her of the castle and its grandeur ; but it was not that 
that poor Jeannette wanted — ^no, she hated the very 
name of the Castle ; her father might save himself the 
trouble of forbidding her to go there. Never, never 
would she cross its threshold again. Should she go to 
Kerentr^ P Oh no ! for there they must surely hate her. 
She thought of that dark March morning when Jean had 
found her so ill, and so unhappy. She thought of aU old 
Fanchon Fenvraz's love and care of her ; and her tears 
flowed afresh, and she cried in very bitterness of spirit : 
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* God ! have pity on me, and let me die ; for I 
have no one in all the wide world to love me/ 

Something soft and warm was pressed against her 
cheek at that moment ; she opened her eyes, and took 
her hands away from her face. Cyrus was there : he 
had seen her come back, he had heard her sobs, and he 
had walked up to her and looked at her, hoping, pro- 
bably, that she would speak to him ; but, seeing that 
she did not notice him, he had ventured to poke his nose 
under the brown hands which covered the poor tear- 
stained face; and when he found that he was not 
repulsed, he put both his paws upon her shoulders, and 
literally covered her with caresses. 

Jeannette, in her turn, put her 
arms round the faithful dog's neck, 
and pressed him to her aching heart. 
Then Cyrus, delighted at the un- 
wonted mark of affection, wagged his 
tail, and rubbed his shaggy head 
^against the girl's cheek, whilst she 
cried still, but they were tears of 
thankfulness for the good old fellow's 
love. 

'You love me still then, Cyrus?' she said. 'You 
forgive me, although it was my fault that you nearly 
died. You are my only friend ; you do not forsake me.' 
To which, by renewed waggings of his tail, Cyrus replied 
satisfactorily. 

After a time poor Jeannette went home as usual, and 
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no one noticed any diflference in her manner, except 
perhaps that she was more humble and respectftd than 
she had been lately. 

Pierre Gouarhe was out that day, and did not return 
until the middle of the night. He had been a long 
journey to the distant village of S. Luc on an errand of 
his own. . It so happened that one of the valets of the 
Castle told the story of Jeannette's visit, with his own 
additions and improvements, to two or three of the 
tenants with whom he came in contact ; it was repeated 




to the farmer, whose fury knew no bounds ; and it was 
because he had heard this, that he sent Thomas home 
with the cart and one horse, and rode the other to 
S. Luc. 
There lived in the quaint old village a certain Dame 
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Lucette^ who was Pierre Gouarh^'s cousin; she kept 
the one inn of the place, and did a thriving business. 
Whenever she saw the farmer she always took great 
interest in his family, and two or three times she had 
asked him to let his youngest daughter stay with her for 
a time to help her in her business. 

Here was the very place to send her to now. When 
next she was sent for to the Castle, the answer would be 
that * she had left the place/ 

Pierre Gouarh^ told his tale to Dame Lucette. The 
worthy woman said she should be delighted to receive 
her young cousin, and it was settled that her father was 
to drive her to S. Luc the very next day. 

Notwithstanding the late hour at which the farmer 
retired to his rest, he was up at his usual hour, and the 
first thing he did was to send for Jeannette, and bid 
her pack up her things, as he was going to take her to 
S. Luc. 

He had expected tears, and perhaps resistance; he 
did not know the relief it was to Jeannette to get away 
from the neighbourhood of the Castle ; he was, therefore, 
much astonished at her calmness and submission. 

She quickly packed up her little bundle, bid farewell 
to the household, and mounted the cart with alacrity. 

As they drove past the sheepfold, Cyrus was waiting 
there, thinking it high time to be on the move ; at the 
unwonted sight, however, of Jeannette sitting by her 
father's side in the cart, he manifested considerable 
excitement, and ran in front of the horse, and barked 
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loudly, as much as to say, 'Where are you going ? Why 
are you leaving meP Are we not good Mends ? ' 

Jeannette, who had parted from her family without 
the smallest sign of regret, could not resist calling the 
dog to her ; he jumped up into the cart, and she bade 
him * good-bye,* whilst her tears fell upon his shaggy 
coat. 

Cyrus was evidently anxious to continue his drive, 
but the farmer said, *To your sheep, Cyrus;' and the 
dog went back to the sheepfold, following the cart with 
his brown eyes until it was out of sight. Pierre Gouarh^, 
angry though he was with his daughter, could not help 
being touched. 

* After all,' he mused, ' there must be some good in 
the child still, since she loves her dog, and he loves her.' 

He began to be a little more gentle in his manner to 
her, and when he left her at S. Luc in Dame Lucette's 
care, he kissed her and said, * Good-bye, little one ; be a 
good girl, and let me hear a good character of you.' 

* I will try to please you, father,' answered Jeannette, 
humbly ; and then they parted. 
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The light behind the veil unseen, 
Our only clue what once hath been, 
Dark seems life mysteiy ; 
I cannot know, I dare not guess, 
The greater is not in the less, 
Nor God's high will in me. 

— Fletclier, 
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CHAPTER XVII. 

NEWS. 

A FTER a few days Mademoiselle Adelaide sent for 
Jeannette, and received for answer that the girl 
had gone on a long visit to S. Luc; so the Castle trouble 
was at an end for the present. 

A few weeks after he had taken her to Dame Lucette, 
Pierre Gouarh^ thought he would go and see how the 
child was getting on. 

The good Dame gave her a most excellent character ^ 
she was gentle and industrious, and polite to the cus- 
tomers, only she was sad, very sad ; it pained her cousin 
to see a child of her age so sorrowful. 

Pierre Gouarhe said nothing, but he went to S. Lue 
again in a fortnight, and this time he took Cyrus with 
him ; and Jeannette's joy at seeing the faithful -dog was- 
very great : as for Cyrus, his transports knew no bound. 

Jeannette was stQl sad ; her repentance had begun at 
last. * I deserved it all,' she would say to herself when 
Javotte's hard words and the villagers' taunts rose tip 
before her, and caused her to bow her head in very shame ; 
but the most haunting memory of all was connected with 

M 
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Jean and the old Penvraz ! Poor old people ! So good, 
so gentle, so loving to her I more indulgent than her own 
father and mother had ever been ! They had loved her 
as their daughter, and she had robbed them of their son ! 

She longed to go to Kerentr^, and throw herself at 
their feet, and ask their pardon for the great wrong she 
had done them ; but would she ever dare show herself to 
them again P And Jean P She felt she would willingly 
endure any suffering only if she could be sure that Jean 
was alive, and that some day he would return to his old 
home. She did not think of herself now ; sorrow for 
the pain she had caused to so many was the feeling 
uppermost in her heart: it was this that caused her to 
look so sad, and pale, and thin. 

The barber of S. Luc — a great authority in all matters 
of illness — was called upon to prescribe for her. He said 
she had a fever, and gave her some medicine, which, of 
course did not do her one bit of good. 

Dame Lucette's inn, the 'Golden Apple,' enjoyed a 
very high repute. It was frequented by all kinds of 
people from the highest to the lowest, and no one ever 
turned away from the door in any way dissatisfied with 
the good cheer provided by the landlady. She was 
a good woman, who never turned away a beggar who 
sought her charity; for she knew that in God's own 
Book it is written — 

^He that hath pity upon the poor lendeth to the 
Lord.' 

One February day, a poor broken-down soldier passed 
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through the village of S. Luc ; his clothes were torn, and 
he had a wooden leg: his whole aspect was one of 
extreme poverty. He looked up longingly at the com- 
fortable inn, and sighed ; it was much too grand a place 
for such an one as he was, but he sat himself down to 
rest awhile on the stone bench outside the inn windows. 
Dame Lucette happened to be flattening her nose against 
the window-pane at this particular moment, and she 
called out to Jeannette : 

' Come at once and look at this poor soldier ; he has 
been to the wars, I suppose, and has only one leg ! It 
makes one's heart ache to see such sights; the King 
takes fine, strong young men to send to fight for him, 
and this is how they come back to us after having shed 
their blood for him. Here, soldier f sir ! why do you 
sit there ? Will you not come into the kitchen P There 
is a good fire there, and you can have some soup and a 
bottle of wine, which I am sure will do you good.* 

The soldier was very grateful ; he would gladly go 
into the kitchen and warm himself, but he had already 
had his breakfast ; if he might take away a piece of 
bread for his supper, that would be quite enough; soldiers 
were not rich. 

Dame Lucette laughed. * It will be all right,' she 
said, ' we will arrange it all by-and-by. Come into the 
kitchen, now, and tell us your news, and Jeannette will 
bring you some soup and some pork.' 

When the poor fellow had had something to eat and 
drink, he told his story. He had been on board one of 
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the King's vessels, fighting for his country ; he had lost 
his leg and was pensioned off; he did not quite know 
what he was going to do, but he had a married sister 
living in a far away Breton village, and he was trying to 
get to her. 

Dame Lueette packed up a little parcel of food for him, 
and when Jeannette took it to him he said : — 

'Thanks, my pretty girl; I was never in Brittany 
until now, but the way you speak reminds me of one of 




my comrades, a good fellow, to whom I owe my life, he 

came from a place called Kerentr^ ' 

*Jean!* cried Jeannette, *was his name Jean? 
Jean PenvrazP' 

* Yes, that was his name I Are you his sister ? ' 

* No, not his sister ; but I have known him all my 
life. Oh, tell me where he is ! Is he alive? ' 
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* He is on board one of His Majesty's ships, " The 
Dauphin.'^ The English attacked us, and we fired upon 
one of their frigates, the "Arethusa," and I should imagine 
we nearly did for her ; but I did not see the end of it. I 
was wounded and sent ashore. Jean was all right when 
I left the ship— of course it is impossible to tell what 
may have happened since/ 

Jeannette did not heed these last words. The gallant 
soldier had seen Jean alive. That was enough for her. 

' He lives ! he lives ! * she cried, ' Oh, how happy his 
poor old father and mother will be. But why have we 
never heard of him ; why did he not even tell us that he 
was going to be a soldier?* 

' Why? Well, in the first place he cannot write; and 
secondly, he did not know himself that he was going to 
be a soldier. He was very unhappy one evening, and he 
walked a very long way to try and walk off his grief, and 
at last he came to an inn, and sat down to rest and 
refresh himself. 

* There was an individual there who said he was a 
friend of the host ; he asked Jean to drink the King's 
health, and he drank it ; then, worn out with fatigue, he 
fell asleep ; when he awoke he was no longer in the inn, 
but in a prison, where he had been carried. There a 
paper was read to him (he could not read himself), which 
stated that he had promised to be a soldier for six years, 
and that the fact of having drank the King's health pre- 
vented him from drawing back from his engagement. 
The landlord's friend was one of those people employed 
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to entice young men to enlist^ and they frightened poor 
Jean into putting his cross to the document which he 
had never seen. 

' He tried to escape, but he was kept in prison until 
the recruiting-sergeant arrived, then he was put into a 
uniform and drafted into a regiment. He no longer 
thought of escape, for he would of course have been taken 
and shot as a deserter. That is how soldiers are made, 
my pretty girl ; and yet it does not prevent their doing 
their duty when they are face to face with the enemy/ 

' And Jean is to be a soldier for six years, and he has 
not been gone one year yet I Six years ! Will he not 
be able to come home for all that long time P ^ 

' Impossible ! unless, indeed, he should lose a limb as 
I have done. You would not like that, would you P 
Perhaps if you knew anyone who could speak to the 
King it might be possible to buy him off; anyhow, there 
would be a chance of it. Jean is now serving in the 
''Dauphin,*' one of the Comte d*Orvillier's fleet.* 

Then the soldier took his crutch and his parcel of 
food, and went on his way. 
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There's discontent from sceptre to the swain, 
And from the peasant to the king again. 

— Dryden. 
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CHAPTER XVIII. 

JOT AND SORROW. 

rpHE first tiling that Jeannette did when the soldier 
was gone was to run to her room, put on her 
cloak and her sabots^ and then find Dame Lucette and 
ask her leave to go and tell the old Penyraz that their 
son was still alive. 

The good Dame screamed for joy when she heard the 
news, and she hurried the girl off, telling her if she did 
not make haste she would be benighted ; for Kerentr6 
was three leagues and a half off, and it was now two 
o'clock. Jeannette almost flew to thp Penvraz' farm 
with her joyful news. The day's work was just over; 
when she got there the door was shut. 

When old Penvraz heard a knock at the door — an 
unusual circumstance — ^he turned deadly pale, and his 
wife murmured, * Oh ! if it should be Jean !' 

The old man opened the door, and drew back at the 
sight of Jeannette. 

For an instant the poor girl forgot the joyful tidings 
of which she was the bearer, and thought only of the 
past, and she bent her head and stood there silent and 
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sorrowful. Then she recovered herself and went into 
the house, and said in trembling tones, *I have come 
from S. Luc to tell you that Jean is alive ; I have seen 
some one to-day who saw him two months ago/ 

Two cries of exceeding joy resounded through the 
little room, and Jeannette was in the arms of the two 
old people, who laughed, and cried, and thanked her 
by turns. All she had done in the past was forgotten, 




in their great thankfulness for the tidings she had 
brought them. 

Jeannette slept soundly that night under the Penvraz' 
roof; they, poor souls, did not sleep at all; they were 
too happy to think of closing their eyes ; and, besides 
this, they were trying to put into words the request they 
were going to make the Baron, who was to holp them, 
by a petition to the King, to buy their boy offi 
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The next day, however, they heard that the Baron 
had left the Castle. They asked Monsieur Lorhan to 
write to him; but the steward shook his head, and 
answered that to buy a soldier off in time of war was a 
perfect impossibility ; and the hearts of those who loved 
Jean sank within them when they remembered all the 
risks to which he was daily exposed. What might not 
have happened during those two months which had 
elapsed since the wounded soldier had seen him ! 

There being no longer any reason why Jeannette 
should not return to her home ; and as there was plenty 
of work to do at the fai^, and she could ill be spared, 
she took a grateful farewell of good Dame Lucette, and 
went back to the Chestnut Farm. 

But she was no longer to be a shepherdess, Javotte's 
eldest boy had taken her place with the sheep, and 
she was employed with the other women about the 
farm. 

She was very unhappy still ; it was almost worse to 
know Jean was exposed to all the fearful perils of war, 
than to have had the hope that some day he would 
return safe and well. His poor old father and mother 
became almost more miserable than they had been before, 
and she was the cause of it all ; she sank into a morbid 
state, not liking to receive any kindness because she felt 
it was imdeserved, and yet ever on the look-out for 
fancied slights and injuries. Sometimes she went to do 
a day's work for Fanchon Penvraz, who was growing 
weaker and weaker, but the sight of Jean's old home 
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was almost more than she could bear — the old home 
from which she had driven him. 

And what of Jean himself? He was a soldier in 
name, and he tried to do his duty. He heard a great 
deal of talk about the English and the Americans, but 
he understood very little about it He did what he was 
told on board the ship ; and when the word " fire," was 
given, he fired like the others. He heard the bullets 
whizzing past him ; he saw his comrades dying around 
him ; he himself escaped with a few scratches. Through 
it all, he was always thinking of his native village, o£ 
his old parents, and of Jeannette. 

It hurt him terribly to think that they would imagine 
that he was either dead, or had left them all ; and he 
wished he could let them know where he was. 

He came across a sergeant who could write, and he 
asked him to help him to send a letter to the old people 
at Kerentr^ ; the letter took a week to compose, then it 
was legibly and clearly directed, and put into the 
sergeant's bag to be sent to France by the first vessel 
which might be going there. The squadron was attacked 
meanwhile by the English, the sergeant was killed in 
the fierce battle which ensued, and his bag fell into the 
sea with him. 

Jean never found any one else to write a letter for 
him. 
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'' For a few brief days the orchards are white with blossoms. 
They soon turn to fruit, or else float away upon the idle breeze. 
So it will be with present feelings." 

—2. Z. CuyUr. 



Digitized by VjjOOQIC 



Digitized by VjjOOQIC 



177 



CHAPTER XIX. 

J E ANNETTE* 8 NEW DOLL. 

rpHERE was great joy at the Chestnut Farm when a 
little child was born, a pretty healthy little thing 
who^ all the women said, was likely to live. 

They had all assembled to kiss the baby, and to con- 
gratulate its mother the faithful Gothon, who looked as 
happy and contented as woman could well look. 

Thomas laughed and looked comically at his little 
daughter, whom he dared not touch, he said, lest he 
should break her. 

After a time, when the baby had been sufficiently 
admired, all the good folks, with the exception of Agathe 
Gouarh^ went to work in the fields. 

Jeannette's employment that day was to weed a field 
at some considerable distance from the farm, so she took 
her dinner with her, as she was not likely to be home 
until the evening. 

It was getting dark when, her day's labour over, she 
drew near to the Chestnut Farm ; her little nephew, 
Mathieu, was running as fast as he could, evidently with 
the intention of meeting her. 
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' Oh, Jeannette ! ' he said, when he got up to her, 
' oh, Jeannette ! there is such terrible news ! Thomas 
was walking by the side of his cart, which was laden 
with heavy stones, when somehow or other the cart over- 
tamed, and the stones rolled down upon him, and one 
struck his head. Father and grandfather brought him 
home quite dead/ 

Jeannette could only clasp her hands together and 
say * Poor Gothon, does she know it P Mathieu, let me 
go to her, I want to see her/ 

* They will not let you in ; they say that the shock 
has killed her, that she will die too ; the Our^ is there 
and ' 

But Jeannette did not wait to hear more. She ran at 
fall speed towards the house, and pushed the door open 
very gently, and stood in the room where Gothon lay ; 
she was speaking in faint and feeble tones. * My poor 
little girl,' she said, * left an orphan on the day of her 
birth/ 

'Do not trouble about her, Gothon,' answered the 
farmer in trembling tones; 'you were as a daughter to 
us, and the child shall be brought up as one of our own 
grandchildren, if it should please God to call you to 
Himself. Go in peace — ^the child shall never want either 
bread or love.' 

Gothon thanked him with a tender, grateful expression 
in her dying eyes ; but even now she did not seem quite 
satisfied, she was evidently looking for someone whose 
absence she had noticed. 
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' Jeannette,' she said at last, *is not Jeannette coming?' 

At these words the girl went forward and fell on her 
knees by the side of Gothon's bed, and covered the poor 
hand which had often caressed her so tenderly when 
she was a little child, with kisses and tears. 

Gothon smiled, and drawing her hand away, pointed 
to her child. 

* Take her,* she murmured. 

Jeannette lifted the baby and held her to her mother. 

Gothon seemed to gather up all her strength to give 
one last, long, loving kiss to her little one, then she kissed 
Jeannette, and said : 

' Keep her — ^I give her to you ; the Cur^ will tell you.' 

They were the last words Gothon ever spoke. The 
Cur^ said the commendatory prayer. Ere it was over 
Gothon and Thomas were no longer divided, and Jean- 
nette held the little orphan in her arms, her tears falling 
upon its baby face. 

Two days afterwards there were two fimerals in the 
ittle village churchyard; and after the husband and wife 
had been reverently laid in their quiet grave, the 
mourners returned to the Church, and the priest who 
had spoken those last solemn words over the father and 
mother proceeded to baptize the orphan child. 

Pierre Gouarh^ was the baby's godfather, Gothon 
herself had named Jeannette as its godmother. 

When the Cure had asked Pierre Gouarh^ whether he 
consented to be the child's godfather and protector, and 
stand to it in the place of a father, he paused for a 
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moment before he asked the same question of Jeannette, 
and he looked at her as though he would read her very 
souL 

* My child/ he said at last, ' I promised Gothon when 
she was dying to speak to you for her, and here, in the 
presence of God, I am going to do it. She loved you, 
Jeannette, and because she loved you she has been very 
grieved about you for a long time. She saw you neglect 
your duties, she saw your head filled with vanity, she 
saw you give way to bad temper, and at last she saw you 
sad and discontented, dissatisfied with yourself and with 
everyone else, seeming even to have lost your trust in 
God. 

' Gothon shed many tears on your account, my child ; 
but she did not despair of you : and she looked forward 
to the day when her dear Jeannette should come to 
herself, and return to her duty. God did not allow her 
to see that day; He called her to Himself, and you 
know that her last thought was for you. In leaving 
you her little child, Gothon did not think of the baby, 
but of you. The little one would not have wanted 
friends, but Gothon gave her to you as a guardian angel, 
to keep you from evil. She thought that when you 
had accepted the office of bringing up this child as a 
Christian child should be brought up, that you would 
better imderstand how to lead a Christian life yourself; 
she thought that to be able to say to your adopted child, 
''Be gentle, and patient, and courageous; seek your 
happiness in that station of life where it has pleased 
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God to place you, and never do anything to grieve those 
that love you/' you would be obliged to set her an 
example of these virtues. Qothon trusted you, Jean- 
nette ; do not abuse her confidence. 

' Be as you once were, rather you will be better and 
more worthy of love, because you will have fought and 
conquered, and " there is more joy in heaven over one 
sinner that repenteth, than over ninety-and-nine just 
persons that need no repentance.'' 

*Ask yourself, therefore, whether you feel that you 
can be a true mother to this little girl, and that you 
will be able one day to answer for her soul to her mother 
and to God. If you feel that you can give up thinking 
of yourself and devote yourself to her, then accept 
Gothon's trust without fear. Be strong and courageous. 
God will help you ; for it was for the shepherds and the 
poor, and the little ones, that the angels sang around 
the cradle of Bethlehem, "Peace on earth, good- will 
towards men." ' 

Jeannett^'s tears flowed fast, the sweet tears of peni- 
tence and reconciliation and peace descended into the 
poor troubled heart. 

She pressed her lips upon the orphan's forehead ; if 
Gothon could see into her soul, she would have known 
that her baby had found a mother. 

The priest asked for no other answer than those 
prayers and that kiss, and he concluded the Baptismal 
Service. The little girl, at her mother's request, was 
called Jeannette, which after a time was converted into 
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Jeanneton, as it was somewhat inconvenient to have two 
names precisely alike in one family. 

From that day Jeanneton was never to be seen without 
Jeannette, nor Jeannette without Jeanneton. The girl 
had somewhat of a struggle at first to take entire pos- 
session of her little one ; for instance, Javotte declared 
that the thing was preposterous; the poor baby was 
sure to be killed, if left in the care of any one as inex- 
perienced as her youngest sister ; but her father came to 
the rescue, and said that Gothon had given the little one 
to Jeannette, and no one else must interfere with it. 
For my part, he added, * I like this new doll for you 
far better than I did the old one.' 
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' My soul from darkness is released, 
lake the whole sky when to the East 
The morning doth return." 

— Wordsworth, 
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T 



1IME passed on, and Jeannette grew more than ever 
devoted to the orphan child; all the old selfish 
fancies vanished away completely; the softening influ- 
ence of the little girl's love had already done the work 
Gothon had hoped and trusted it would do. 

But still there was a danger in the new and all- 
engrossing interest which had come into the girl's life — 
there was the fear that she would love Jeanneton, her 
little treasure, her own precious possession, to the 
exclusion of everyone else ; it was always Jeanneton and 
I, I and Jeanneton ; there was no one else in all the 
world for the baby's adopted mother. 

Bat it was Jeanneton who made all right in the end ; 
she grew such a loving, endearing little maiden, that 
they all began to love her now for her own sake, as they 
had loved her hitherto for her father's and mother's 
sake. And Jeannette was grateful to them for their 
affection for * her child,' and so the little one took up 
the broken links, which had been severed by Jeannette's 
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own fault, and fastened them together again with those 
sweet winning ways of hers. 

One afternoon, Pierre Gouarhe came home from 
the fields to find Jeannette sitting before the door of the 
farm, teaching Jeanneton to dance ; a look was on the 
child's face that reminded him of her mother, and he 
bent down and kissed her, and he gave Jeannette a kiss 
too, and said, ' You are a good little mother, my child :' 




from that day, all misunderstandings between the father 
and daughter were at an end for ever. 

The relations between Javotte and her younger sister 
were also of a much more satisfactory nature, dating 
from the time when Jeanneton was cutting her first 
tooth, and Jeannette consulted the experienced mother 
of four children upon the best mode of treating her under 
the circumstances. * Maman Nette ' was the name the 
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little one gave to her adopted mother ; she was the ido. 
of the whole farm, Cyrus included ; and she was very 
merry, and quite ready to play with all of them, the only 
condition being that she should keep ' Maman Nette ' 
within sight. 

Jeannette had only retained one of the old habits she 
had first learnt at the Castle, and that was the habit of 
cleanliness — a somewhat rare one amongst the good 
people of Brittany. Jeanneton was always as fresh and 
clean as a rose. 

Two years had passed away since that Autumn day 
when Jeannette, in her grief and despair, had taken 
flight from the Castle, and the family had just arrived 
at Kerl^onik for their first visit since that time. A few 
days after their arrival, Lafleur arrived at the farm, 
sapng tbat the Baroness wanted to see Jeannette at 
once. 

The poor girl's heart beat when she received the 
message. There was, however, nothing for it but to 
obey; so she proceeded to dress herself and Jeanneton 
for the visit. Lafleur sat in the kitchen, and drank the 
farmer's cider, and found out the whole history of the 
pretty little girl he had seen in Jeannette's arms. 

Then he took his departure for the Castle, and told 
the whole story of poor Thomas, and Gothon's death, 
and of the shepherdess' devotion to the little orphan. 

Of course he got there long before Jeannette ; so it 
was that, when she arrived, she found herself again in 
the midst of a group of servants ; , but this time they 
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moved on one side to let her pass, and looked at her 
respectfully, and whispered to each other their admira- 
tion of Jeanneton. 

She was taken at once to Adelaide's room ; and that 
young lady, although she had grown into quite a fashion- 
able ' demoiselle de societe,' was as delighted to see the 
young peasant as in the old days. 

*Why did you not come before P' she said. *Why 
did you wait until I sent for you P And how pretty you 
have grown ! And you look so grave and sensible too ! 
And where did you get that little girlP How lovely 
she is! Does she like chocolate P Oh, my little 
Jeannette, how glad I am to see you ! * 

Jeannette told her little one's history very simply and 
touchingly — so touchingly, indeed, that Mademoiselle 
Carmelinde, who had hardly raised her eyes from the 
book she was engrossed in, looked up and said, * You are 
a good, brave girl, Jeannette;' and two large tears 
rolled down Adelaide's fair cheeks. 

That visit to the Castle quite removed the impression 
of that other one, the memory of which, had always more 
or less haunted Jeannette. 

The next day poor old Farmer Penvraz appeared at 
the Chestnut Farm : he looked more sad and weary 
than ever ; his wife, he said, was very ill, and whilst he 
was at work — and work he must — there was no one 
to wait upon her; he had come to know if Pierre 
Gouarhe could spare him one of the farm servants for 
a time. 
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A great feeling of joy came into Jeannette's heart as 
she listened to the farmer's words. Had the time come 
at last, when she might show how hitterly she repented 
of the past, and be of some use to Jean's mother P But 
she hesitated before she offered to go to Kerentr^ — 
dared she do it P was she worthy of it ? had she any 
right to do all a daughter ought to do for poor old 
FanchonP At last, very timidly and without looking 
up, she said, * If you would let me go and stay with her, 
I should be so glad to nurse the good Mother Fanchon. 
Jeanneton is not naughty ; she never cries, and she will 
amuse you both with her pretty little ways and her 
baby ways. But perhaps you could not bear to have 
me with you — ^nor Mother Fanchon either.' 

She looked so sad and penitent as she spoke that old 
Penvraz was touched, and told her that they had long 
ago forgiven the past, and because Jean had loved her 
they must always love her. Jeannette, in her delight 
at these kind words, kissed the old man, and ran off to 
pack up her own and Jeanneton's small wardrobes, so 
that there might be no delay when Pierre Gouarh^ came 
home and gave his consent to the plan (which no doubt 
he would give) in starting for Kerentre. 

The farmer came home, and said that Jeannette and 
Jeanneton might go : but it was easy to see that the 
parting cost him something, and all the other members 
of the family expressed their regret at the departure of 
the pair — even Javotte said she did not know what she 
should do without them. There was one other inmate 
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of the farm who also took his departure at that time^ and 
that was Gyros. 

He had ceased to he a shepherd's dog ; he was getting 
too old and infirm for that; and since his encounter 
with the wolf, a kind of rheumatism had settled in his 
limbs. His only business in life now seemed fb be to 
bark and to play with Jeanneton, and he missed the 
little one so terribly that^ after a good deal of whining 
and searching^ he scented her to Kerentr^, and straight- 
way took up his abode there also. 
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'' Sweet is the smile of Home, the mutual look 
When hearts are of each other sure, 
Sweet all the jo3rs that crowd the household nook, 
The haunt of all affections pure." 
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CHAPTER XXI. 

HOME AGAIN. 

LjiIVE summers had rolled away — ^five long years — 
since Jean had gone away, and once more it was 
winter. Once more the Castle was empty, and the 
Baron and his family had returned to Versailles. Made- 
moiselle Adelaide had been presented at Court, and had 
created a great sensation; and it was whispered that 
before long she was likely to be married to the young 
Marquis de Mello, one of the most distinguished officers 
in the French army. 

He had been wounded in the war, and had returned 
home invalided, and now he was waiting to rejoin the 
army in America, and he was always at Court, and never 
(so wrote Lisette to Madame Lorhan) lost an oppor- 
tunity of showing some attention to Mademoiselle Ade- 
laide. Lisette fiirther expressed her own wishes that 
peace should be proclaimed before the young Marquis 
quitted France. 

Peace ! Jeannette heard Lisette's news, and perhaps 
she did not care as much as she ought to have done 
about the Marquis ; but there are bullets and cannon- 

o 
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balls and swords for soldiers as well as for officers. If 
peace were proclaimed, Jean would be in no danger of 
being shot, and perhaps he might yet come back to his 
country and to his old parents ! 

Meantime, whether it was peace or war, Jeannette's 
duty was in Jean's home, taking care of his sick mother, 
working with all her might to set all in order in the 
old farm. 

For things had got very bad at Kerentre since Jean 
went away; all spirit and energy seemed to have deserted 
the desolate old couple ; the house was falling into ruin, 
the fowls were neglected, or for some reason or another 
they refused to lay any eggs; the garden was choked 
with weeds ; all was wretched and dispiriting, and Jean- 
nette, God helping her, determined to improve things. 

Old Mother Fanchon gradually grew stronger; and 
when she no longer needed so .much nursing, Jeannette 
was able to go out into the fields and outhouses, and 
work her very hardest. Jeanneton was somewhat of a 
trouble to her adopted mother in those days ; truth to 
tell, the little one had been accustomed to so mudi 
attention that she could not do without it ; and she 
resented Jeannette's refusal to leave her work in order 
to play with her as she had done at the Chestnut 
Farm. 

But necessity made Jeannette firm, and in time the 
child learnt to be tractable and obedient; her first 
lessons in the discipline of life were thus learnt in old 
Mother Fanchon's sick room. 
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One bright day towards the end of February, when 
falling snow lay thick upon the ground, Jeanneton and 
Cyrus were playing before the door of the farm, whilst 
Jeannette was attending to her household duties, and 
old Mother Fanehon sat and warined her poor thin 
hands at the fire. Jeanneton was amusing herself by 
kicking the snow away with her little sabots, and seeing 
how far it would go, whilst Cyrus followed her closely, 
and whilst Jeanneton laughed heartily at her own 
exploits, he rolled upon the ground, his paws in the air, 
and seemed to be thoroughly enjo3dng his idle existence. 

Then the little one tried to cover him with the snow 
which she took up in her tiny hands, and he ran away, 
and she followed him, until at last in their merry game, 
they got at some little distance from the house to where 
a lane led into the high road. 

All of a sudden Jeanneton stopped; a man was 
turning the comer leading to the farm, and the child 
drew nearer to Cyrus, as though to place herself under 
his protection. 

The dog at once jumped up and showed his white 
teeth, as much as to say to the intruder, * Do not dare 
to touch my little lamb. I have been a shepherd's dog, 
and I have not yet forgotten my old business.' 

The man neither looked wicked nor formidable, only 
he walked as though he were very tired, and stopped 
from time to time to look around him, as though he 
were trying to recall some old familiar scene ; his clothes 
were in rags, and when he drew nearer to Jeanneton, 
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she was no longer afraid of him ; she only pitied him, 
and thought how cold he must be. She went up to him 
boldly, and offered him a piece of bread which she had 
begun to eat. 

* Here, poor man,' she said, Uake my bread.' 

The man looked at her, and the tears rose to his 
eyes. He took the bread without speaking, and his 
fingers were cold and trembling as he touched the child's 
warm little hands. 

* Come and warm yourself at the fire,' she said. 

* Where ? ' he asked quickly ; • at whose house ? ' 

* At Father Penvraz's house. I live there now.' 

* You ! what is your name, little one P * 

* Jeanneton, at your service.' And she made him a 
low curtesy. 

* And to whom do you belong, Jeanneton ? ' 

* To Maman Jeannette,' replied the child, who thought 
that everyone must know her dear little mother. 

The traveller turned very white, and leaned upon his 
stick, as though to save himself from falling. 

At that moment, C}rrus, who had been looking at 
him suspiciously whilst he was talking with Jeanneton, 
jumped upon him frantically and began to lick his hands> 
and to rub himself against him, and to put his paws upon 
his shoulders as he had once done to Jeannette, all those 
years ago when she was in such trouble. 

' Cyrus, my good Cyrus,' said the poor man, * you know 
me then. You used to see me so often with Jeannette* 
Is she here ? Is Jeannette here P ' . 
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Cyrus probably understood the question, for he began 
to trot towards the house, looking back every minute, as 
much as to say, * This is the way, don't you remember 
it,— are you coming P ' 

Oh, he remembered it well ! the poor exile who was 
coming home after all that long absence, and if he did 
not walk as quickly as Cyrus wished, it was because the 
beating of his heart caused his footsteps to lag. 

His country! his fields! his dear old home! Oh, 
what glory it was to see them all again ! But might he 
too allow himself to feel this joy ? Who would he find 
in the house where he saw the curling smoke going up 
from the roof between the leafless trees. 

Would his father and mother and brother be there ? 
Were they still alive? And was Jeannette there; and 
if so, for what reason ? The child had said : 

* Maman Jeannette.' 

Was she married P and was the old house her's and 
her husband's ? Jean did not dare to approach it, 
and stood at some distance from the door. At that 
moment Jeannette appeared upon the threshold ; she 
had come to see what had happened to Jeanneton and 
Cyrus, for she no longer heard her little one's merry 
laughter. 

She looked at the stranger, then took two or three 
steps towards him, and then she did not hesitate. 

Forgetting the past, thinking only of the joy that had 
come to his parents — even then she hardly thought of 
herself — she threw herself into his arms with a piercing 
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shriek, and welcomed him as a sister might have wel- 
comed a brother whom she thought she had lost. 

Jean strained her to his heart and sobbed like a child, 
whilst Cyrus jumped round them b& though he had gone 
mad) and Jeanneton looked on with a very puzzled 
expression upon her sweet little face. 

Then the old mother, hearing Jeannette's cry, came 
out to see what was the matter and in an instant, in 
spite of his rags and tatters, she recognized her brave 
boy. 

Another minute, and the farmer coming home to his 
dinner joined the happy, thankful trio, who stood on the 
doorstep of the home that would be desolate no longer. 

No one but Jeanneton did justice to the dinner that 
day; the others, even Cyrus, had too much to do and 
to think about to be able to eat* 
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*' The combat deepens, on ye brave, 
Who rush to glory, or the grave." 

— Campbell. 
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CHAPTER XXII. 

JEAN'8 STORY. 

/^REAT happiness, just as much as great sorrow, takes 
away the power of speech ; you might have heard 
a mouse run across the room where the Penvraz's and 
Jeannette were assembled. 

Even Jeanneton, seeing the others so strangely silent, 
dared not speak, and her little lips trembled as though 
she meditated a cry. 

Jean sat between his father and mother, and each of 
them held one of his hands tightly, and Jeannette went 
from the fire-place to the table, and from the table to 
the fire-place, under pretence of serving food which 
was not touched, whilst all the time she was casting 
furtive glances at Jean, who sat there so still and 
quiet. 

Oh, how he had changed ! It seemed as though 
fifteen years had passed over the lad's life, and made a 
middle-aged man of the once bright joyous youth. 

And as she looked at him, a gi'eat feeling of pity and 
of love came into Jeannette's breast. The dinner — rather 
the pretence of dinner — was over. Jeannette washed up 
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the plates and set the room in order, and bustled about, 
leaving the father and mother and son to themselves. 

The bright February day drew to a close ; it was 
Jeanneton's bedtime, and her adopted mother began to 
imdress her ; but she did not play with the child that 
night as was her wont ; she was silent and grave, and 
pre-occupied, and the little one resented it, and looked 
at Jean defiantly. 

' Does that nasty man make you sad P ' she asked. 

Jeannette only bent her head over her darling, and 
kissed her ; and then Jeanneton, somewhat re-assured, 
knelt down to say her evening prayers. 

* Please God bring poor Jean safely home," said the 
sweet childish, voice. 

* He has come, my darling ; the good God has given 
him back to us ; you must not say that prayer again ; 
you must say * Thank God for having brought Jean 
safely home.' 

Jeanneton, who was a sharp little maiden, began to 
imderstand ; she repeated her godmother's words, and 
then she held up her little finger, and pointed at the 
wanderer and said, — 

* I know who that is ; it is poor Jean.' 

He heard the words, and smiled at the child; where- 
upon she ran up to him, and threw her arms round his 
neck, and insisted that no one but ' poor Jean ' should 
carry her to bed ; and she went to sleep murmuring, 
* Good-night, poor Jean.' 

After the child had gone to bed, the others sat round 
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the fire, and began to find words in which to speak to 
each other. 

* Oh, it has been a hard time/ said the poor old father, 
but it is all passed now — five years without seeing you, 
and only once did we hear of you, and that was from 
Jeannette : she came from S. Luc to tell us the news. 
She has been so good; without her, all through this 
last winter I think we should both have been dead. 
She has worked for us as a daughter of our own could 
not have done ; she nursed your mother, she helped us 
to pay our taxes, and through it all she has been sweet, 
and tender, and patient as an angel ! ' 

Jean listened to this eulogy upon Jeannette with 
mingled joy and regret. 

She had become all he knew that she could become 
if she only did herself justice ; she was now aU that 
he wished his wife to be. And she was the wife of 
another. Where was her husband ? How had he ever 
made up his mind to leave his wife and child P 

Perhaps after aU the farm belonged to him, and he 
allowed old Penvraz and his wife to live there out of 
charity ? Or could it be that Jeannette was a widow P 

A single question would have elicited the answer he 
longed, and yet dreaded, to hear ; but that question Jean 
dared not ask. 

After a time, bit by bit, Jean told the story of his 
life for the last five years ; part of it we already know, 
the remainder is yet to be told. 

He was taken prisoner by the English daring the 
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American War of Independeuce, in the beginning of the 
previous year, and with numbers of his fellow-soldiers, 
was conveyed to England, and imprisoned in one of the 
hulks, which were then the customary places of deten- 
tion of prisoners of war. Jean and five other men 
determined, as soon as opportunity ofiered, to try and 
eflfect their escape, and on Christmas night they managed 
it. 

The hulk lay at anchor, not far from the shore ; they 
knocked out a port-hole from the side of the old ship, 
^nd let themselves down by a rope, one by one, into the 
sea; it was easy enough then to swim to the shore. 
Two of the fugitives were sailors ; the other four soldiers. 
After landing they walked along until they found an 
empty boat, and they again put to sea ; and after neariy 
dying of cold and hunger, they gained the coast of 
France. Many a time they were fired upon by the 
English men-of-war, but God watched over them, and 
they regained their native land in safety. 

They did not in the least know where they were, and 
could not help fearing that they might find themselves 
in England again ; no one was to be seen on the desolate 
coast, where their little boat ran into a creek : only a 
goat was browsing between the stones of the beach, 
where a little dry grass was to be found. The men 
milked the goat, and the milk saved their lives. By- 
and-by an old woman appeared in a violent passion, for 
the goat was hers, and they, had taken an unwarrant- 
able liberty ; but never had words sounded so sweet to 
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their ears as the words the old woman spoke that day, 
for they were spoken in their own language. They 
explained their circumstances to the goat's mistress, 
and she was propitiated in an instant. She took them 
home with her, and gave them food, and insisted upon 
their sleeping in her barn; and the next day the six men 
separated, each to try and get to his home as soon as 
lie. 




It was on the northern coast of Brittany that they 
had landed, and Jean had begged his way to Eerl^onik, 
and now he was at home. 

' I did not know what might have happened,' he said 
when he had told his tale ; ' and during those five years 
I was almost afraid to come to the old farm.' 

Poor Jean ! He felt that he hardly knew yet what 
had happened ; but it was too late for any more talk 

p 
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that night, for the cock in the fowl-house began to crow 
loudly, and Fanchon Penvraz declared that that parti- 
cular cock never crowed except at midnight. 
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True, the thought of time departed 

Ever near should be, 
When I felt so lonely hearted, 

And you came to me. 
Thus my future hopes must borrow 

Sunshine from the past. 
Upon all the hidden morrow. 

Light be onward cast. 

— Fletcher, 
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CHAPTER XXIIL 

AN ANSWER TO AN OLD QUESTION. 

"TF the cock that crowed at midnight found the good 
folks at Kerentre still sitting round the hearth, 
the old chanticleer who always, accordiog to Fanchon 
Penvraz, welcomed the first gleam of dawn, found Jean- 
nette up and busy, with a look upon her usually grave 
face that had not been seen there for years. She sang as 
she did her work, and although she did not sing the 
words *Jean has come home,' they were the motive 
power that inspired that little unwonted burst of gaiety. 

Jean had slept in the bam, and now there came a 
gentle knock at the door, and Jeannette opened it, to 
see him standing there, no longer in rags, but dressed in 
his old holiday attire. He was pale and thin, of course, 
but there was a look of the old Jean come back upon 
the worn face with the donning of those old clothes. 

It was Jeannette's turn to talk now ; to tell the story 
of the poor old people's troubles, and of the kindness of 
Mademoiselle Adelaide (at the mention of her name 
Jean pulled a wry face), to whom she had gone for help 
in their great need, and whilst she was in the midst of 
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her narrative, a merry little face, with tangled hair, 
appeared in the doorway ; it was Jeanneton, who wanted 
to be dressed. 

* There is my little one,' said Jeannette; *I must 
go to her ; and I have a great deal to do. I cannot stay 
and talk to you now, I must milk the cows, and feed the 
cattle, and get the breakfast ready. You had better go 
to your father and mother now, they will be so glad to 
see you looking like your old self.' 




As they all sat at breakfast that morning (and it is 
satisfactory to be able to relate that they did ample 
justice to the meal), Pierre Gouarh^ suddenly appeared. 

He had been told that a suspicious-looking character 
had been seen wandering about in the neighbourhood of 
Kerentr^ the day before, and he feared lest 



some 
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hann might be meditated against the old people or 
his girl. 

Of course, his joy and surprise were very great when 
he found that the ^ suspicious character ^ was none other 
than the long-lost Jean. 

A day of excitement followed Gouarh6's early visit. 
The news of Jean's return had spread far and wide, and 
the Breton people, from miles around, came to see him, 
and to hear the account of his wonderful escape. 

A marvellous story had got abroad, which it is not to 
be wondered at that the good folk wished to authenticate. 
It was stated that Jean Penvraz and his companions had 
swam across the sea from England to Brittany, reposing 
occasionally upon the back of an enormous fish, which 
followed them expressly for that obliging purpose. 
Everyone was very merry, everyone laughed, and talked, 
and congratulated, only, there was a dead weight upon 
poor Jeannette's heart ; for Jean had told her that morn- 
ing, that his time of service had not yet expired, that the 
war was still going on, and he must rejoin his regiment 
at once ; otherwise, he might be seized as a deserter. 

Late in the evening, when all the guests had gone, 
Jean said to Jeannette : 

^Tell me where Thomas and Gothon have gone. 
Why did they not come here to-day ? ' 

Then Jeannette told the sad story of the death of the 
husband and wife in the same day. And she added : 

* The poor little one will never know her parents ! 
They tell me that I spoil her, and make life too sweet 
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for her, for some day she must learn its hardness. But 
how can I do otherwise, poor darling P I must try to 
make up to her for all she has lost.' 
A light began to dawn upon Jean. 

* Their little one/ he repeated, dreamily. ' Where is 
she?' 

'There she is/ answered Jeannette, pointing to the 
child who had fallen fast asleep. Jean did not speak, 
but he went up to the bench where Jeanneton was lying, 
and covered her face with kisses. 

' Do not awake her,' said Jeannette, laughing. Then 
Jean went ba(^ to her, and she told him all, not keeping 
back one word of what the Cur6 had said on the day of 
Jeanneton's baptism. 

After a time he spoke. 

'Jeannette,' he said, 'you remember that day at 
Pierre LonguesP' 

'Yes,' answered the girl in a low voice. 

' If I were to ask you the same question to-day as I 
asked then, would your answer be diflferent P ' 

Then Jeannette looked up into the worn, manly face 
and answered, — 

* If you only think me good enough, Jean, I will try 
to make you happy. I did not expect this ; all I wanted 
was your forgiveness.' 

* We will not speak of that, Jeannette. I was in the 
wrong, too. I wanted to dictate to you, and to be 
your master, and that is not the way to win love. We 
have both learnt our lesson ; we understand each other now.' 
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For all answer Jeannette gave him her hand; her 
heart was too full for words. 

* Good-nighty Jean/ she said at last ; * yon are very 
tired, and I must go and put my doll to bed. Ah^ you 
do not understand! They always call Jeanneton my 
doll at the farm — she is not very like the other, is 
she?* 

'And is it this doll who has undone the work of the 
other, and given me back my little wife P I shall love 
her dearly, Jeannette, if only out of gratitude. Jean- 
neton will have found a father, and Gothon will rejoice 
over her child.' 
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Our work is noble, pain is good, 
If its true end be understood, 

Its lessons read arigbt. 
All loye and joy by God are given, 
To lead us to His boly beaven, 

To teacb us its deligbt. 

— Thoughts from a GirVs Life. 
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CHAPTER XXIV. 

A PRISONER AGAIN. 

rriHE next day Jean, in spite of his great happiness, 
was weak and ailing; his head ached, and hia 
hands were burning, and he seemed hardly able to 
move. 

His mother and Jeannette were very troubled about 
him, but he said that it was only over-fatigue, and 
that he hoped to be all right by the next day, as he 
felt he ought to go and report himself to the Mayor of 
the next town, and take steps to rejoin his regiment. 

His poor old mother wept bitterly when she heard 
this, but he consoled her by telling her that there were 
rumours of peace, and that before another year had 
elapsed he should probably obtain his discharge. 

Jean was not better the next day ; he was very much 
worse. For a whole week he lay in the delirium of 
fever ; then, when he regained consciousness, came long 
weary days of slowly returning strength, and nearly a 
month had elapsed since his return home before he was 
able, leaning upon Jeannette's arm, to walk slowly up 
and down the path, in front of the farm. 
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It was Shrove Tuesday. Jeannette was busy making 
pancakes, which little Jeanneton with infinite delight 
handed to the old people, and to Papa Jean, as she 
ehose to call him ; when suddenly the tramp of many 
feet was heard outside the door, and Jean rose to open 
it, and turned white as death, as he saw who the visitors 
were — none other than a body of policemen. Their 
errand was soon told: they demanded the person of 
Jean Fenvraz, soldier, accused of the crime of desertion. 

' I am Jean Penvraz,* said the poor fellow. * I escaped 
from an English hulk, and crossed over to France in a 
boat ; and as I was near home, I came to see my old 
father and mother, before I rejoined my regiment. I 
have been ill, and unable to move ; I had intended to 
try and get away to-morrow, but God^s will be done.* 

He kissed his father and mother and Jeannette, and 
held out his hands for the handcufiEs. His poor old 
mother burst into a passionate flood of tears. 

*My child ! my poor child ! the only one left to me ! ' 
fihe cried. * Oh, sir, indeed he is telling you the truth ; 
he only came to see us. We had only heard of him 
once in all the five long years he was away, and he was 
taken ill, and could not move. Oh, sir, have pity on 
him ! have pity on me ! ' The officer, like a great many 
other people, took refuge in what seemed like brutality, 
in order to hide his feelings. 

'This is all nonsense,' he said ; 'get out of the way, 
old woman ; and you, my lad, march off/ 

Jean obeyed ; he stood on the threshold of his home, 
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and took one last look at those he loved so well ; at his 
poor old father and mother, and at little Jeanneton, who 
was screaming loudly. Jeannette was not there: he 
wished he could have said good-bye to her ; good-bye 
for ever in this world ; and in his heart the poor fellow 
accused her of indifference. 

He was mistaken. At the end of the path which led 
from the house the girl stood looking cakn and brave ; 
she went up to the officer and curtsied low. 




' Is he accused of the crime of desertion? ' she said, 
respectfully. 

The man was touched with pity for the girl, who had 
come there to question him out of hearing of the broken- 
hearted old parents. 

He bowed his head in token of assent. 

' And • . • is it true that deserters^are shot P ' 
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' Deserters in time of war . . . well, it is a serious 
matteri my poor girL' 

'He is not a deserter, sir! he is innocent. They 
cannot take away the life of an innocent man, the King 
will not allow it ! Jean will tell his story, and they will 
see that he is not a deserter ! ' 

' The council of war does not listen to explanations/ 
said the officer; 'a man is found away from his regiment^ 
and he is considered a deserter, and a deserter cannot be 
acquitted. If he had come back of his own accord, all 
would have been well ; but a month has passed since he 
escaped from prison, and he is found in his own home. 
You spoke of the King just now. The King can pardon 
a condemned man, although he cannot prevent a deserter 
from being condemned/ 

Jeannette was silent for a moment. 

'When will he be tried?' she asked, at last, as 
though some new idea had struck her. 

* Not just yet ; a good many deserters will be brought 
up together. It will not be for a fortnight, perhaps 
rather longer ; and if you have any interest with any 
great person, perhaps you might be allowed to see the 
poor fellow again before * 

* Thank you, sir ; be kind to my poor Jean.' 
*Au revair, my Jean, rely upon me ! ' 

An hour afterwards, Jeannette, with Jeanneton in her 
arms, was at the Chestnut Farm. 

* Father ! Mother ! ' she said, * a great trouble has 
come to us at Kerentr6 ! I have come to ask your 
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blessing, and your leave to take a long journey. Jean 
is arrested as a deserter, and deserters are shot. Only 
the King can pardon him ; I am going to find him and 
ask him to do so.' 

The Qouarh^'s were greatly troubled ; the poor mother 
began to cry, and Javotte kissed Jeannette, and whispered 
how sorry she was for her, and the children cried — they 
hardly knew why. 

Pierre Gouarh^ took his daughter into his strong anns 
and pressed his lips upon her forehead. 

* Jeannette,' he said, * you are a good girl ; may God 
bless and protect you, for you richly deserve to succeed. 
But you shall not go alone. Listen to me, all of you. 
I leave my eldest son in charge of the house ; obey 
him as you would obey me. I am going with Jeannette 
to find the King.* 

His wife in vain tried to prove to him and to Jean- 
nette that their errand would prove a useless one ; that 
Paris was more than a thousand leagues off, and that 
they would never be able to reach it. Moreover, that 
the King was surrounded by a body of men, who ran 
their swords through everyone who tried to approach 
him; and that it was perfect folly to say that 
Jean would be put to deaths he, who never, all through 
his life, had harmed anyone. 

But father and daughter were bent upon their mission. 
Javotte packed up their fdte-day clothes in a little 
bundle, so that they might appear properly attired before 
the King; then she ordered Jervoise (poor Thomas's 

Q 
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(successor) to saddle the two farm horses, and to be ready 
to accompany him to Qr^migny, a town about twelve 
leagues from Eerl^onik. 

They would get there that night, and send back the 
the horses, which could not be spared from the farm, the 
next day. 
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Behind the cloads is the sun still shining ; 
Some days must be dark and dreary. 

— Longfellow. 
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CHAPTEE XXV. 

FROM KEBLEONIK TO VERSAILLES. 

rpHE horses were sent back; the weary walk from 
Ghr^migny to Versailles was to begin. In the cold 
grey dawn of the February morning, Pierre GouarW 
and Jeannette, carrying little Jeanneton in her arms, 
set out on their errand of love and mercy. 

Day after day they walked on, the child sometimes run- 
ning by their side in gleeful mirth, sometimes perched 
upon her godfather's shoulder, driving him with a little 
stick, and pretending he was her horse. They met with 
great kindness by the way ; they got an occa- 
sional lift in a cart; it did not help them on much 
as far as speed was concerned, but it saved their tired 
legs, and enabled them to start afresh. 

One night Jeannette, who had walked the whole day 
long, and had very little food, fell fainting by the road 
side. 

It was dark, and there was no house near, and poor 
Pierre Gouarh^ prayed aloud for help in his trouble, 
whilst Jeanneton stood screaming; by his side. '0 Qod 
Almighty,* cried the poor fellow, * Thou Who canst do 
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all things, help me now, or my children will die this 
nightl' 

Then there came along the road the tramp of a horse, 
and the steady light of a lantern shone out in the dark- 
ness. Pierre Gouarh^ rushed up to the horse. 

* Get out of the way, man,' said its rider ; * I am but 
a poor priest ; I have neither gold nor sflver to give 
you.' 




* Have pity on my daughter. Monsieur le Cur6,' was 
the answer, spoken in a tone of agony. 

The priest held his lantern to the man's face, and read 
there, that he was telling the truth. 

* Where is your daughter?' he said. *Ah, I see. 
Hold Cocotte's bridle, I have some wine here, and I am 
something of a doctor. I will give her a little, and it 
will revive her,' and the good old man got down from 
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his horse, and knelt by Jeannette's side, and poured 
the wine down her throat, and in a very few minutes 
she sat up, and declared that she was quite able to 
continue the road to Versailles. 

'No, no,' laughed the Cur^, * that you shall not do. 
I tell you I am half a doctor. I am just returning now 
from visiting some of my patients, and taking them 
some good food, which my housekeeper prepares for 
them ; you must come home with me to-night ; you and 
the little one shall ride Cocotte, and your father and 
me must walk : it is not more than half-a-league to my 
house.' 

The half-league was accomplished in a very short 
time. Cocotte walked briskly on; and Jeannette, hold- 
ing Jeanneton in her arms, felt as though new courage 
had come to her, for the priest had said, * There are 
some of my people going to Versailles to-morrow : they 
have room in their carriage ; doubtless, they will take 
these poor things with them, if I ask them to do so.* 

Poor girl ! that day, for the first time, she had felt 
hopeless. Versailles was still so far off; and if by any 
chance the trial were to take place before the end of 
the fortnight which the police-officer had spoken about, 
it might be too late to plead with the Bang for Jean's 
pardon. Dame Gertrude, the housekeeper, was not 
best pleased to see her master arrive home in such 
company, but she was soon pacified when she heard the 
travellers' story; and oh, what a luxurious night the 
poor things spent in the good Cure's house ! 
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The priest fulfilled his promise. Early the next 
morning he went to visit one of his parishioners^ and 
came back with the welcome news, that in two hours 
the good lady would start for Yersailles, and she would 
be only too glad to take Pierre Gouarh^, and his daughter, 
and little Jeanneton with her. 

It was on the evening of the ninth day after their 
departure from Eerl^onik that the Breton peasants 
arrived at Versailles. They went to a little inn called 
La Croix Verte (the Green Cross), the first that they 
came upon on their entrance into the town. It was too 
late to try and find the Baron that night; they must 
curb their impatience until the morning. 
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So soon as I can win the offended King, 
*Twill be known your advocate. 

— Oymbeline* 
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CHAPTER XXVI. 

THE RIGHT ROYAL PRESENCE. 

A S they walked through the streets, at what seemed 
to them a very late hour, the next morning the 
Versailles people turned to look at them, and to admire 
them. It was an unwonted sight to see Breton peasants 
in the royal town, and these were such a charming- 
looking set — the old man with his white hair flowing 
over his shoulders, his large hat upon his head, and, for 
the rest, attired in his holiday garb, looked respectable 
enough to visit anyone, even the King himself; whilst 
the sweet-looking, pale girl, and the rosy child trotting 
by her side, looked as though tbey had come out of 
some old-world picture. 

Lisette was standing at the window of the Baron's 
house when she caught sight of the group ; she rushed 
down the steps and caught hold of Jeannette, and 
greeted her with the greatest enthusiasm : 

* Mademoiselle Adelaide will indeed be delighted to 
see you,* she exclaimed; 'you must come to her at 
once,' and she opened a door and drew back a curtain. 
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and pushed Jeannette gently into a room where Ade- 
laide sat, playing the piano. 

* Jeannette, you here ! * cried Adelaide, joyfully, * and 
your father, and Jeanneton ' (the two were standing in 
the doorway, hand-in-hand) ; * what does it all mean ? * 

In a few words Jeannette told her tale, and explained 
the ohject of her long journey — it was to ask the Baron 
to take her to the King, so that she might heg him to 
pardon poor innocent Jean. 

* Oh ! * answered Adelaide, sadly, * how sorry I am ! 
And now my father has gone away for some days. I 
<lo not quite know when he will he hack ; hut stay i — I 
have thought of something. Yes, that will do. I will 
get ready at once, and will come with you. I know a 
lady who has great influence and power. We will go to 
her ; she is an early riser, and I dare say is now in her 
garden. I will he with you in an instant. Make haste, 
Jiisette, dress me at once.* 

She was as good as her wot'd. In an incredihly short 
time she re-appeared, accompanied hy Mademoiselle 
Oarmelinde ; and a footman at the same time announced 
that the carriage was ready. Adelaide seized Jean- 
nette's hand : 

* We must make haste,' she said. * We can all 
get into the carriage, and your father can sit with 
the coachman. My mother thinks what I am going 
to do will make everything right; she will see you 
when you come hack.' 

The coachman evidently knew where to go. He 
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drove quickly through the streets of the town, then 
through a long avenue, and stopped at last at a closed 
gate. A porter appeared, and Adelaide, who had 
already got down and held little Jeanneton by the hand,, 
asked the man a question in a low voice. 

* Yes, Mademoiselle,' was the answer; and Adelaide 
signed to Pierre Gouarh^ and Jeannette to follow her. 

They passed through a most lovely garden, where 
white«necked swans swam in silvery ponds, and meadows^ 
and woods seemed mingled in strange confusion with* 
beds of beautiful flowers and feathery ferns. 

It was all so fair to look upon that little Jeannetout 
ventured to ask Jeannette in a whisper, whether it was- 
the garden of Eden P 

* Here we are,' said Adelaide to Jeannette, pointing: 
out a group of cottages with thatched roofe. 

Gaily dressed ladies and gentlemen stood at the open* 
windows, and Jeannette wondered to see them there. 
She thought such grand people ought to live in palaces,, 
not in small houses such as these were. 

*Wait a minute,' said Adelaide, 'I am going to- 
announce you.' 

She crossed a little bridge, and turned to the left,, 
and entered a cottage which stood a little apart {rovL 
the others. 

She was back again directly* 

'It is all right,' she said, smiling; 'you must tell^ 
your story to the lady who is waiting to see you, as you. 
told it to me this morning ; do not be afiraid of tiring: 
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her. She is very kind, and rememher she may he ahle 
to ohtain Jean's pardon/ 

Jeannette followed her protectress into the cottage, 
her heart heating fast, her limbs trembling. 

There were marble floors and tables in the little 
dwelling, such as she had been accustomed to see at the 
Castle ; and on the latter were pots of exquisite flowers, 
and jars of milk and cream ; and several young ladies, 
dressed in a way that reminded Jeannette very much of 
Chloris' attire, were beating up the cream, and laughing 
at their attempts to make butter. 

'It is that lady,* whispered Adelaide — 'the tallest, 
with the bright colour and blue eyes — go and kiss her 
hand; do not be frightened.' She pushed Jeannette 
gently forward ; in a moment the girl was kneeling at 
the feet of the blue-eyed lady, who was smiling on her 
graciously. 

* You are Jeannette, are you not ? ' said a sweet voice. 
' Come get up, my child. I am told you have a favour 
to ask ; speak, do not be afraid.' 

She held out a lovely white hand, sparkling with 
jewels, and Jeannette kissed it respectfully; then, 
gathering \ip all her courage, in a low, clear voice she 
told her of Jean's escape from prison ; . of his wish 
to see his old father and mother before he rejoined 
his regiment ; of his illness, and his subsequent capture. 

'Poor Jean!' said the lady, pityingly. 'Is he your 
brother, little one ? '' 

Blushing and trembling more than ever, Jeannette 
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explained the relations between herself and Jean. The 
lady smiled as she listened to the honest, simple avowaL 

* And you love Jean very much ? ' she said. 

' Oh yes, Madame : and besides, it is not only that — 
if Jean dies, I shall have killed him.' 

* You ! why you hardly look like a murderess. Ex- 
plain yourself, child.' 

Then Jeannette, feeling that Jean's life depended upon 
what she said, spoke out more boldly than she had done 
yet, and told of her folly and vanity, of her rejection of 
Jean's honest love, and of the grief which had driven 
him far from his home on that summer's day, and 
caused him to be forced into being a soldier. 

Adelaide listened to the poor girl's story, and for the 
first time understood the share she had had in Jean- 
nette's wrong-doing. The tears were in her eyes as she 
joined her entreaties to those of the peasant girl, and 
threw herself on her knees before the sweet-looking lady, 
and said, — 

*I am really the cau^e of poor Jean's danger. Oh ! 
for my sake as well as for hers, grant his pardon.' 

' Be comforted, Adelaide ; I will arrange it all. 
Monsieur de Vaudreuil, the Marquis de Mello, is not 
here ; I thought I had said he was to come to-day.* 

*He is just arriving, Madame.' 

* That is well ; tell him I want to speak to him. You 
told me, Jeannette, did you not, that your Jean served 
under the Comte de Grasse P ' 

' Yes, Madame.' 
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^WoUy the genUeman who has just come in is his 
Colonel. Monsieur de Mello/ she continued, addressing 
the young officer, * I sent for you to Trianon to-day to 
give you your brevet rank ; the King charged me to say 
how glad he was to bestow it on one so brave as you are. 
Now I have a little favour to ask at your hands. A 
Colonel never refuses the first request of a lady. It 
concerns a poor soldier, whom I do not want to be shot : 
he is accused of being a deserter/ 

' Jean is not a deserter/ interrupted Pierre Gouarh^, 
who up to that moment had not opened his lips. ' He 
served the King faithfully for five years. He was ill, 
and he was not able to go back to his regiment ; but he 
is no deserter.' 

The lady looked up with a frown upon her fair brow. 
She was not accustomed to be interrupted when she chose 
to speak, but her wrath was quickly appeased when she 
saw the grand old man who so bravely defended poor Jean. 

*Is he Jean's father ? ' she said to Jeannette. 

'No, Madame, he is mp father ; he came with Jean- 
neton and me.* 

' Oh, Jeanneton is that pretty little girU Bring her to 
me. Can you speak, little one ? ' 

*0h yes, Madame," answered the child, with her 
little country curtesy. 

'Well, tell that gentleman to give Jean his dismissal. 
Tell him also that if he does so, it will give great plea- 
sure to Mademoiselle Kerl^onik — ^how will you answer 
that. Monsieur de Mello P' 
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'I can only say, Madame, that a soldier cannot be 
spared in time of war ; but I will write and give orders 
that Jean Penvraz is not to be tried as a deserter; 
and when peace is proclaimed, he can go back to 
his friends/ 

'I hope peace will soon be proclaimed/ answered 
the lady, smiling brightly. * There will be numbers of 
marriages then ; of one, in particular, I shall be only 
too delighted to sign the contract. Good-bye, Colonel. 
Give your hand to Mademoiselle Kerleonik; and go 
and tell the Baron and Baroness of the new honour the 
King has conferred upon you. Good-bye, my little 
Jeannette. Jean is saved; and I mean to give you 
your marriage portion.* 

* Thank her Majesty, Jeannette,* said Adelaide, 
laughing. 

' Is that the Queen P * said Jeannette, seized with a 
sudden fear. 

'Yes, it is the Queen,* repeated Marie Antoinette. 
* I told your protectress not to tell you who it was you 
were coming to see. If you had known it, perhaps you 
would not have liked to tell me your story. It is very 
sad to be a Queen, and to feel that everyone is afraid of 
you.' 

' Jeanneton is not afraid,' said the little one, boldly. 
'Jeanneton loves the beautiful lady, and Jeannette 
loves her, too, because she has prevented Jean from 
being killed.* 

The Queen smiled; then she stooped forward and 

R 
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kissed the child, whilst Jeannette, who had recovered 
her composure, thanked her with tears of joy. 

No words can tell the happiness of the homeward 
journey, or the joy and gratitude of the poor old father 
and mother when they heard that their brave Jeannette 
had obtained Jean's pardon from the Queen. They had 
always loved the girl with all her faults ; she was doubly 
dear to them now, for they knew that to her, under God'& 
blessing, they owed the life of their soldier son. 
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Most happy he that can at last atchyve 
The joyous safety of so sweet a rest ; 

Whose least delight sufficeth to deprive 
Kemembrance of all paines which him opprest. 

— Spenser. 
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CHAPTER XXVII. 

TH£ END OF CHL0BI8. 

O PRING had passed away, summer also ; then, when 
autumn came, there was great rejoicing, for peace 
was proclaimed ; and the fear and anxiety, which had 
been in many a heart, gave way to deep, intense thank- 
Ailness. 

A few weeks more, and the winter snow was on the 
ground ; but all was warmth and joy and brightness in 
the old Castle of Kerl^onik. 

For Adelaide was there with her husband, the brave 
young Marquis de Mello, and the Breton folk could not 
make enough of their young lady and the gallant 
soldier. 

Jeannette was the very first person to welcome her 
benefactors ; for it was to Adelaide that she owed Jean's 
life; she it was whom she had to thank for the 
marriage-portion which the Queen had sent her ; and it 
was the Marquis de Mello who had insisted that a sub- 
stantial new house should be built, at his expense, upon 
the spot where the old tumble-down farm of Kerentr^ 
had once stood. 
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The house was ready now — a comfortable-looking 
dwellings with its red roof and its green shatters ; and 
the Baron had given some fields to old Penvraz ; and 
Jeannette, with the Queen's gift, had bought some 
cows ; and the old farmer and his wife were half- wild 
with joy. Never in all their most sanguine dreams, 
they said, had they expected to be landed proprietors in 
their old age. Adelaide and her husband won golden 
opinions at Kerl^onik ; she was as bright and charming 
as ever. Her great delight was to take her husband to 
visit all the poor in the neighbourhood ; and she was so 
tender and generous to them all, that he was obliged to 
ask her to keep a little of her goodness for the people at 
Mello, whither he was going to conduct his bride. They 
went at last ; the Baron and Baroness returned to Ver- 
sailles, and the Castle was once more shut up. 

Jean meanwhile had returned to Kerentr^, having 
obtained his discharge in due form. The villagers had 
the pleasure of seeing him for one day in his soldier's 
uniform. The next he appeared in the old familiar 
dress, which was to be his for life — the dress of a simple 
Breton peasant. 

The wedding-day was fixed; such a wedding as it 
was ! The Baron insisted upon coming home for it, and 
himself giving the bride away ; and his little son (grown 
out of the baby we once knew) was inclined to quarrel 
with his father for the honour of conducting Jeannette 
to church. ' He was a man now,' he said ; * he had a 
little sword, which his brother-in-law had given him; 
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and there was no reason why he should not do so.' But 
it was represented to him that Jeanneton would be more 
suited to his height ; and at last he submitted to walk 
with the pretty little girl, with a tolerably good grace. 

The wedding is over : the old Penvrazs and the young 
Penvrazs, and Jeanneton, are very happy in the new 
home, with all the old surroundings about it. There let 
us leave them, knowing that whether, in the yet untried 
path of the future, joy or sorrow may be their portion, 
they will bow humbly to the loving Hand which orders 
all things for their good. 

One more glimpse into the old-new home, and this 
simple tale is told. 

There was an old oak wardrobe at the Chestnuts 
which Pierre Gouarh^ made a present to his daughter ; 
and a few days after the wedding it arrived at Kerentre. 

Jeannette had mounted a ladder to dust the top shelf, 
when suddenly she gave a little cry, and the colour 
rushed into her face. 

'What is the matter? Have you hurt yourself?' 
said Jean anxiously. 

Jeannette laughed. 

* No ; it is all right ; only if you knew what I have 
found here, at top of the old wardrobe. Wait ! Hold 
out your hands.' 

And she threw down an extraordinary-looking object, 
all covered with the dust of six years ; an object which, 
for a moment, was quite unrecognisable. 

Then Jean began to understand what the faded 
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skirts, and the dirty hat, and the white, or rather black, 
lamb meant, — it was Chloris, the unhappy Chloris, come 
to light at last. 

Jeannette descended from her ladder, and joined her 
husband. 

* There she is,' she said, and she sighed, and a tear 
rolled down her cheek. 

* What, Jeannette, are you crying ? Is this thing 
always to make you imhappy ? ' 

' I cannot help it,' answered Jeannette, smiling; ^ but I 
am only sad when I look at poor Chloris ; because I 
think how foolish I was to let her lead me into so much 
trouble, and to give so much trouble to everyone else.' 

* Wait a minute,' said Jean, * she shall never trouble 
you again. Jeanneton had better not see her— judged, 
condemned, executed — one, two, three ; you don't care 
about her, my Jeannette, do you ? ' 

' No, not a bit ; chop her head off, if you like.' 

Jean took up his hatchet, and poor Chloris was 
beheaded, and subsequently buried in a hole in the garden. 

Just as the earth had covered the faded skirts, Jean- 
neton appeared, dragging CyrxxB after her. She ran and 
threw herself into Jean's arms. 

He kissed her tenderly, and, giving her to Jeannette, 
said in trembling tones : 

*Your father was right; this doll is better worth 
caring for than the other. We are very happy, are we 
not, my wife ? and I think a great deal of our happiness 
is little Jeanneton's work.' 
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WE ARE SEVEN. A Tale for Children. Coloured Illustrations 

by T. Pym. Square l6ino. extra cloth boards, is, 6d, 
' Delightfully quaint and full of life:-— GUXRHIKS, 

BOOK ANNEXED TO THE REPORT OF THE JOINT 

COMMITTEE OF THE BOOK OF COMMON PRAYER. 

As modified by the action of the New York General Convention. Crown 
8vo. cloth boards, 5^. 

BLUNT. — A THOUSAND YEARS OF THE CHURCH IN 
CHESTER-LE-STREET. By the Rev. William O. Blunt, M.A., 
Rector ; Hon. Canon Durham. Illustrated, crown 8vo. paper boards, *js,6d, 
* Altogether a model of parish histofy.'—CnviiCH Bells. 

BLOOM FIELD.— THE FAKENHAM ghost. By Robert 
Bloomfield. With numerous Illustrations by J. L. Wimbush. Oblong, 
paper boards, 2s, 6d, 

The Illustrations have been drawn of purpose^ and are not in any way a 
reproduction of the Illustrated Edition tntblished by Darton and Harvey 
in 1812. 

BOODLE.— ^^^^>^^ by the Rev. R. G, Boodle, M,A.^ Vicar of 

Clofordy Frome, 

THE LIFE AND LABOURS OF WILLIAM TYRRELL, 
D.D., First Bishop of Newcastle, New South Wales. With Portrait, 
two Maps, and Illustrations. Crown 8vo. cloth boards, 7^. 6^. 

*// is impossible not to recognise in him a thoroughly devoted, single- 
hearted worker on the side of righteousness' — Pall Mall Gazette. 

WAYS OP OVERCOMING TEMPTATION: With a Form 
of Self-Examination and Prayers. Royal 32mo. paper cover, 6^.; 
cloth boards, is, [Ninth Edition. 
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BOURDALOUE.— EIGHT sermons for holy week 

AND EASTER. Translated from the French of the Rev. Father 
Louis Bourdaloue, by the Rev. G. F. CROWTriER, M.A., of St 
John's College, Oxford. Crown 8vo. cloth boards, y, 6d, 

BRIGHT THOUGHTS FOR THE MORNING: a Book 

of Simple Meditations for Young People. Printed on Toned Paper, 
with Frontispiece. Square i6mo. extra cloth boards, is. 

These little Meditations are arranged so as to form Readings for a Month, 
and are intended as a Help to Young People in their Daily Devotions, 

* Fresh, hopeful, and to the point.'^-CHVUCK Bells. 

BRADLEY. — a selection from the sermons by 

THE late rev. CHARLES BRADLEY. Edited, with 
Memoir, by the Rev. G. J. Davies, Author oif * Successful Preachers,' &c. 
Crown 8vo, cloth boards, 3f. 6d, 
• May be thought to be the flower of evangelical preaching' ^^xix^VLV^ AY REVIEW. 

BROOKS.— ^^CTURES ON PREACHING. By the Rev. Phillips 
Brcx>ks, Rector of Trinity Church, Boston, U. S. A. Crown 8vo. cloth 
boards, y, 6d, [5 th Thousand. 

BUCK.— JEM MORRISON THE FISHER- BOY, and THE 
TRIALS OP A VILLAGE ARTIST. By Ruth Buck. With 
Coloured Illustrations. i8mo. cloth boards, is, 6d, 

BULLEY,— GREAT BRITAIN FOR LITTLE BRITONS. By 

Eleanor Bulley. With numerous Illustrations of Places and People. 

Crown 8vo. cloth, bevelled boards, 3^. 6d, [3rd Thousand. 

*A very pleasant device for making geography agreeable,' — Guardian. 

' Great pains have been taken with this book, and it contains abundance of 
information, ' — SPECTATOR. 

BURNEAND MILES.— tiles from dame marjorie'S 

CHIMNEY-CORNER AND CHINA FROM HER CUP- 
BOARD. By F. S. T. Burne and H. J. A. Miles. Printed in various 
shades of blue. Oblong paper boards, 3^. 6d, 

The incidental adornments are facsimile examples of blue and white china^ 
The Tiles represent the subjects our grattdparents were familiar with, 

BURROWS.— ^^^'^^ h ihe Rev, H, W, Burrows, B,D. 
Canon of Rochester, 

THE EVE OF ORDINATION. Fcap. 8vo. cloth limp, u. 6^. 

[Tliird Edition. 

LENTEN AND OTHER SERMONS. Fcap. 8vo. cloth boards, 

2.S. hd, [Second Edition. 

* They are striking, simple, bfief and impressive.'— Chrisiiah World. 
'A brevity, born not of poverty, butof fulness,'— CUURCH TIMES. 
A 2 
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CALTHROP. — Works by the Rev, Gordon Calthrop^ MA. 
Vicar of St, Augustin^s, Highbury, 

THE BRAZEN SERPENT, and other Sennons, preached be- 
fore the University of Cambridge. Crown 8vo. cloth boards, y. 

MEMORIALS OF THE LIFE AND MINISTRY OF THE 
REV. W. B. MACKENZIE, M.A., late Vicar of St. James's, 
Holloway. With Portrait. Crown 8vo. cloth boards, 6s. 

[Second Edition. 

' His distinctiveness lay in the piety of his personal character, the devotedness 
of his pastoral consecration, and the simplicity, earnestness, and success of his 
preachino.'— British Quarterly Review. 

CARPENTER.— SHORT outline lessons for each 

SUNDAY IN THE CHRISTIAN YEAR. By the Right Rev. 
W. BOYD Carpenter, D.D., Bishop of Ripon. i6mo. 6d. 

CENTRAL AFRICA.— A Monthly Record of the Work of the 
Universities' Mission. 8vo. Monthly, id. Volumes, cloth boards, 2J. 

CHATTERBOX.— Weekly, One Halfpenny ; Monthly, in Wrapper, 3d. 
Annual Volumes, containing about Two Hundred Full-page Illustrations, 
Illustrated paper boards, cloth back, 3^.; extra cloth, bevelled boards, 
gilt edges, 5/. Cloth cases for binding, is, each. 

A few copies of the following Volumes are still in print : — 
3J. Edition— 1872, 1875; 1876, 1878, 1881, i882, 1883, 1884, 18^5. 
Ss, Edition— 1870, 1875, 1878, 1879, 1882, 1883, 1884, 1885. 

The most popular children's magazine ever published. In a review of 
children's books the Times says of the volume edition: *ChcUterbox is one 
of the best children's books we have seen,' 

CHATTERBCX CHRISTMAS-BCX.-Edited by Santa Claus. 
It will contain an Oleograph, entitled * A Pleasant Reflection,* from a 
Painting in the Royal Academy. Two Chromos, *The Angel's Visit,* 
and, *The Child Prayer.' P^our Monochromes, besides Stories from 
Fairyland, Tales, Sketches, Songs, Puzzles, Games, &c. Price is, 

[In the press. 

CHILD-NATURE.— By one of the Authors of * Child- World.' lUus- 
tratcd. Small square i6mo. cloth boards, gilt edges, 3^. 6d. 



GHILD^S OWN STORY-BOOK.^In short Words and Largo 

Type. With Coloured Plates by T. Pym» Square i6mo. extra cloth 
boards, is. 6d. [Second Edition. 
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CHORISTER'S ADMISSION CARD— Contains Reasons and 
Motives for joining the Choir, with space for name, &c. On Card in Red 
and Black. 2d. 

CHURCH CONGRESS REPORtS. 

BRIGHTON, 1874. 8vo. paper covers, 5^. ()d.\ cloth boards, 6/. 6</. 

STOKE-ON-TRENT, 1875. 8vo. paper covers, 51. 6^.; cloth boards, 

dr. (id. 
PLYMOUTH, X876. 8vo. paper covers, 5^. 6^.; cloth boards, 6/. 6</. 

CHURCH WORK.— A Record of Home and Foreign Church Work. 
Monthly, ()d. Post free for a year to all parts of the World, *js. Cloth 
cases for binding six months* numbers, u. 

The following Volumes oi Mission Life are still in print: — 
1867-1870, reduced to y. 6d. each ; 1871 (Part II. only), 1872-1885, 3^. 6d. 
each voL of six months. 

*A well-edited repository of news from every part of the Mission f eld. * 

Nonconformist. 

CLARKE.— COMMON-LIFE SERMONS. By the Rev. J. Erskine 
Clarke, M,A,, Vicar of Battersea, Hon. Canon of Winchester. Fcap. 
8vo. cloth limp, 2s.\ cloth boards, 2s. 6d, [6th Thousand. 

CLARKE.— -J^^^ edited by the Rev. J. Erskine Clarke, M.A. 

CHILDREN OF THE OLD TESTAMENT. With numerous 
Full-page Illustrations. Royal 4to. paper bds., is. Sd.^ cloth gilt, 2s. 6d, 

CHILDREN'S HOME HYMN-BOOK. Royal 32mo.. i^. ; cloth, 2^/. 

CHILDREN'S SCHOOL HYMN-BOOK. Royal 32mo. id.; 
cloth, 2d, 

GOOD STORIES. The earlier numbers, consisting of 180 Complete 
Stories. Illustrated, in an Ornamental Cover, 3^. each. A List for- 
warded on application. 

The following Volumes, strongly bound in cloth boards, is. yd. each, will 
be found most useful in Village and Lending Libraries : — 

ALICE AND HER CROSS, and Other Stories (Temperance). 
COLONEL ROLFE'S STORY (Soldiers). 

CONSULTING THE FATES, and Other Stories (Young Women). 
FOUR LADS AND THEIR LIVES, and Other Stories 

(Confirmation). 
GREGORY OF THE FORETOP, and Other Stories (Sailors). 
JACK STEDMAN, and Other Stories (Young Men). 
MARTIN QAY THP SJNGER, and Other Stories (Temperance). 
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CI-ARKE. ^^ Works edited by Rev, J. Erskine Clarke, -^ 

{Continued,) 
NETHER STONEY, and Other Stories (Temperance). 
RHODA'S SECRET, and Other Stories (Young Women). 
THE FORTUNE-TELLER, and Other Stories (Young Women). 
THE RAINHILL FUNERAL, and Other Stories (Tradesmen). 

THE PARISH LIBRARY. Illustrated. i8mo. cloth boards, price 
\s, each. 
DEB CLINTON, THE SMUGGLER'S DAUGHTER. 
LUCY GRAHAM. 

OLD ANDREW THE PEACEMAKER. 
THE CLOCKMAKER OF ST. LAURENT. 
CAN SHE KEEP A SECRET? 

THE PARISH MAGAZINE. Hlustrated, Monthly, \d. ; post free 
for a year, is, 6c/. 

The following Volumes are still to be had, and will be found very 
popular for School Libraries, Prizes, and for Lending to Sick Folk : — 
IS, ed. Edition— 1859, 1861, 1864, 1866, 1867, 1869, 1872, 1876, 1879, 

1881, 1883, 1884, 1885. 
ax. Edition— 1859, 1861, 1864, 1866, 1867, 1869, 1870, 1871, 1872, 
1873, 1874, 1877, 1879, 1881, 1883, 1884, 1885. 

TTiis was the Jir'st and the most popular Magazine adapted for localisation. 
Both the ArchbishopSy and nearly the whole of the Bishops, have from time to 
time contributed to its pages, ^ Hints on Localising the Parish Magazine ' 
will be forwarded on application^ 

THE PRIZE. For Boys and Girls. Monthly, \d,\ illustrated 
with numerous Engravings and one Coloured Picture. Post free for a 
year, u. dd. 

Each Volume contains about One Hundred Illustrations. 
Volumes, is, 2d, paper cover ; is, 6d, Illustrated paper boards ; 
2S, cloth boards ; 2s. 6d. extra cloth boards, gilt edges. 

Some copies of the following Volufties are still in print : — 
IS, 2d, Edition— 1879, 1881, 1882, 1S83, 1884, 1885. 
is, 6d. Edition— 1873, 1877, 1879, 1881, 1882, 1883, 1884, 1885. 
2s, Edition— 1874, 1879, 1881, 1882, 1883, 1884, 1885. 
2s, 6d, Edition— 1877, 1879, 1880, 1881, 1882, 1883, 1884, 1885.. 

A New Series, with Coloured Illustrations, commenced with the January 
issue for 1882. The Volumes are most attractive, and contain Thirteen 
Coloured Plates and numerous Engravings, 

* A well-illustrated monthly serial of such literature as is calculated to please 
and benefit the younger boys and girls of our Sunday-schools. ** The Children's 
Prize" is a meritorious and useful publication. For its special purpose — the 
reward and encouragement of industry and intelligence in the classes of schools 
for poor children— no better work lies upon our table*' — THE Athen/eum. 
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COBB. — Works by James F, Cobb, 

MARTIN THE SKIPPER. A Tale for Boys and Sea-faring 
Folk. Illustrated. Crown 8vo. cloth, bevelled boards, 3^. 6d, 

* We should imagine those queer folk indeed who could not read this story 
with eager interest and pleasure^ he they boys or girls y young or old. We cannot 
sufficiently commend the style in which the book is written ^ and the religions 
spirit which pervades it.' — Christian World. 

OFF TO CALIFORNIA. A Tale of the Gold Country. 
Adapted from the Flemish. Illustrated by A. Forestier. Crown 8vo. 
cloth, bevelled boards, 3J. (>d, 

THE WATCHERS ON THE LONGSHIPS . A Tale of Com- 
wall in the Last Century, Illustrated by Davidson Knowles. 
Crown 8vo. cloth, bevelled boards, 3^. dd, [Twelfth Edition. 

• A capital story, and one we heartily commend to boy readers^ both gentle 
and simple. '—GUARDIAN. 

THE CONFIRMATION SERVICE. — With Prayers for 

Candidates, to be used during the Service. With Commendatory 
Note by the Bishop of Bedford. Fcap. 8vo. id. ; dr. per 100. 

// is so arranged as to allow of a local wrapper , and a space is left for 
date of Baptism^ 6^c, 

CONVOCATION REPORTS. 

THE SALE OF ADVOWSONS AND THE AUGMENTA- 
TION OF SMALL LIVINGS. Second Report of the Lower 
House of the Convocation of Canterbury, July 1879. 4^. 

THE RELATIONS OF CHURCH AND STATE. A Full 
Report of the Committee of Convocation of Canterbury, July 1879. 4d. 

THE RUBRICS OF THE BOOK OF COMMON PRAYER. 

The Report of Convocation of Canterbury, as presented to Her 
Majesty the Queen, in obedience to the Royal Letters of Business, on 
July 31, 1879. is, 

THE CORAL MISSIONARY MAGAZINE —a Record of 

Missionary Work among the Working Classes and in the Church 
Missionary Schools and Stations abroad. Monthly, id. ; Post free 
• for a year to all parts of the world, is, 6d.; Volumes, cloth, is, 6d. each ; 
cloth cases for a year's numbers, Sd, 

COWIE.— THE VOICE OF GOD: Chapters on Foreknowledge, 
Inspiration, and Prophecy. By the Very Rev. B. Morgan Cowie, 
B.D., Dean of Exeter. Crown 8vo. cloth boards. 5^. 

'Not merely valuable^ but indispensable ^ to the student of prophecy* 

Literary Churchman. 
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COWPER.— HELP AT HAND ; or, What shaU we do in Accidents 
or Illness ? By Countess Cowper. Fcap. 8vo. paper cover, yi\ 
cloth, 6df. [Second Edition. 

• The directions are adequate, concise, and unmistakably clear* — ^The World. 

• Thoroughly sensible and practical in tone.'— The Scotsman. 

CROMPTON.— A TALE OF THE CRUSADES. By Sarah 
Crompton. Fcap. 8vo. cloth boards, is. 

Sir W, Scott's * Talisman ' in Short Words, 

CUTTS.— THE BREAKING OF THE BREAD: An Explana- 
tion of the Holy Communion, with Notes on the Communion 
Service. By the Rev. E. L. Cutts, B.A., D.D., Vicar of Holy Trinity, 
Haverstock HilL i8mo. extra cloth boards, red edges, 2s, 

DANIEL. — Works by the Rev, Evan Daniel^ M,A,^ Principal of 

the National Society's Training College^ Battersea ; 

Hon. Canon of Rochester, 

THE DAILY OFFICES AND LITANY. .Being an Intro- 
duction to the Study of the Prayer-Book. Specially designed 
for the Use of National Schools and Sunday Schools. Fcap. 8vo. %d, ; 
cloth boards, lo/. [8th Thousand. 

THE PRAYER-BOOK : Its History, Language, and Contents. 
Crown 8vo. cloth boards, 6j. [Eleventh Edition. 

* We need say little more of Principal Evan DanieVs work than that its 
eighth edition is now before us. It is, if we rightly recollect^ less than four 
years since we heartily commended the first edition to the notice of our readers. 
So large, wide, and speedy a circulation is proof at once of the interest , which the 
subject possesses^ andof the high merit of this treatise on it. .... The **glos- 
sarial notes " on the Prayer-book version of the Psalms are a peculiar and valu- 
able ingredient in this serviceable volume; so also are the condensed, but 
pregnant, remarks upon the •* Propria "for each of the Sundays and festivals, 
which will of ten furnish most valuable hints and references for the Sunday- 
school teacher and the preacher, '—Guardian. Second Notice. 

DE TEISSIER.— THE parables of our lord jesus 

CHRIST practically SET FORTH. By the JRev. G. F. 
De Teissier, B.D., Rector of Church-Brampton. Fcap. 8vo. doth limp, 
2s, 6d,; cloth boards, 5^. 

DIGTIONARY OF THE ENGLISH CHURCH, • 

ancient and MODERN. Crown 8vo. cloth boards, 7^. 6d. 

* Besides containing much information, ecclesiastical and historical, is als9 
of considerable practical utility. The writer is impartial and trustworthy. ' 

Spectator. 

DIVINE FELLOWSHIP.— A Daily Text-Book. i8mo. cloth 
boards, 9^. 
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DIX. — SERMONS, DOCTRINAL AND PRACTICAL. By the 
Rev. Morgan Dix, Rector of Holy Trinity, New York. Crown 8vo. cloth 
boards, 2s. 6d, 

DUMBLETON.— ^^'•-^^ ^y ^^ R^'- E. Ni Dumbleton, M.A. - 
Rector of St. Jame^s, Exeter, 

FORMS OP PRAYER to accompany Sermons and Instrac- 
tions, for use in Churches and Mission Rooms ¥dth the 
approval of the Ordinary. Crown 8vo. 9^/. 

PRAYERS AND MEDITATIONS FOR THE MORNING 
AND EVENING OF EACH DAY OP THE WEEK. 
Chiefly in the Words of Holy Scripture. Fcap. 8vo. cloth 
boards, \s. 6d. 

SPECIAL SERVICES FOR THE CHURCH SEASONS, for 
use in Churches and Mission Rooms ¥dth the approval of the 
Ordinary. Advent, id, ; dr. per loa Easter, id, ; ts, per loo. 
Ascensiontide and Whitsuntide, id, ; dr. per 100. 

DYER. — Works by the Rev. A, Saunders Dyer, M.A. 

SKETCHES OF ENGLISH NONCONFORMITY. With Intro- 
ductory Letter by the Bishop of Winchester. Crown 8vo. cloth, is.dd. 
' Wt recommend the work to Churchmen and Nonconformists* 

ECCLESTIASTICAL GAZETTE. 

OUR CLASS MEETING : A Bible-class Manual. 3^. 
AN OFFICE FOR NEW-YEAR'S EVE. laT.; dr. per 1*00. 

EASTWARD HO ! a Monthly Magazine. Price d^. 2 vols. 
3f. d^. each. 

' // is full cf spirit, and most of the articles have relation to the condition of 
the poor. It deserves success, both in respect <f ability and variety, ' — Standard. 

EDfTH VERNON'S LIFE-WORK.— By the Author of 'Harry's 
Battles/ 'Susie's Flowers,' &c. &c. Crown 8vo. extra cloth boards, y,6d. 

[Tenth Edition. 
*A very pretty story, very well told,*^LnEiiARY Churchman. 

EDMUNDS.— SIXTY sermons: Adapted to the Sundays and 
Principal Holy-days of the Christian Year. By the Rev. John 
Edmunds, M.A., formerly Fellow of the University of Durham. Fcap. 
8vo. cloth boards, 3^. 6d. 

ELLISON. — HOLY MATRIMONY: the Married Life of the 

Christian Man and Woman. By the Rev. Henry T. Ellison, 

. M.A., Rector of Haseley, Hon. Canon of Christ Church, Chaplain-in- 

Ordinary to the Queen, Fcap. 8vo. cloth boards, is, 6d, [New Edition. 

EWINQ.— A WEEK SPENT IN A GLASS POND, by the 
Great Water-Beetle. Written by the late Mrs. Ewing, Author of 
' Six to Sixteen,* &c. With Illustrations in Colours by R. Andr£. 
4to. Pictorial Cover, cloth back, paper boards, y, 6d, 

' A clever little fantasia on the keeping of an aquariumf by Mrs. J, H. 
Ewing, than whom a better qualified author on the subject could not have been 
" nd'^V '"- — 



/^»;<^.'— Morning Post. 
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THE FAMILY LESSON - BOOK. — Being a Selection of 
Morning and Evening Readings for the Christian Year. Based 
upon the Church's Lectionary. Crown 8vo. cloth boards, with silk 
roisters, u. 6</. Upwards of 450 pp. 

The Readings are nearly all of fqual lengthy and not too long. Each 
Reading is complete in itself and affords a simple subject for nuditation. 
The selections have been made entirely upon Church lines. Every Holy-day 
ivill be found to be conveniently rwted^ and the Readings to correspond with 
its proper teaching. The cheapest book of the kind ever published, 

FAMILY WORSHIP FOR BUSY HOMES. On Folding 

Card, in plain type, 2d. 

FARRAR.— THE CHRISTIAN MINISTRY: A Manual of Church 
Doctrine. By the Rev. Thomas Farrar, Rector of St. Paul*s, Guiana. 
Crown 8vo. cloth boards, 6s. [Third and Enlarged Edition. 

• Mr. Farrar' s book is one which we would gladly see in the hands of all 
Readers, District Visitors, Teachers, and young men preparing for Holy Orders; 
for the selections have, for the most part, been made from writers who are both 
learned and clear. '—Church Times. 

THE FAVOURITE STORY-BOOK.— a Book for the Litde Ones. 
Profusely Illustrated with Large Pictures, and Easy Reading. The Illustra- 
tions are printed in Sepia. Small 4to. paper covers, is.\ cloth boards, \s, 6d. 

* A most attractive volume for juvenile readers. The stories would do very 
well to read out in school as exercises in composition. The book is handsome 
enough, however, to deserve a (lace on the drawing-room or parlour table, where, 
even the older folk might dip into its contents with satisfaction,* 

Schoolmaster. 
FIELD.— MIXED PICKLES; A Story-Book for Children. By 
Mrs Field. With Illustrations by T. Pym. Square i6mo. fancy cloth 
boards, i^. 6d. 

FLYING LEAVES.— With Prefatory Note by the Rev. the Earl of 
Mulgrave. 32mo. fancy cloth boards, 9^. 

' These little leaves are sent out into the world with the earnest prayer thai 
one of them at least may be wafted to some weary soul, and carry with it one 
little ray of comfort and A^.-— Introductory Chapter. 

THE FIRST LADY OF THE LAND, and other 

STORIES. Ten Full-page coloured Illustrations. Crown 8vo. cloth, 
bevelled boards, 3J. 6d, 

FOLLOWING CHRIST: Short Meditations for Busy People. 
Adapted from the French. i8mo. cloth limp, is, 

• Thoroughly practical,' •^SVE.CTKTGR, 

FOOTPRINTS : a Little Book of Choice Extracts. 64mb. fancy cloth 
boards, 9^. 

FORDE.— THE OLD SHIP; or. Better than Strength. By H. A. 
Forde. With Full-page tmted Illustrations. Crown 8vo. cloth, bevelled 
boards, 3^. 6^. 
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FULTON.— ^^^>^^ h ihe Rev. John Fulton, D.D, LL.D. 
Rector of St Georges Church, St Louis. 

INDEX CANONUM. The Greek Text, an English Translation 
and Complete Digest of the entire Code of Canon Law of the 
undivided Primitive Church. Impl. 8vo. cloth boards, los, 6d, 
THE LAWS OP MARRIAGE : Containing the Hebrew Law, 
the Roman Law, the Law of the New Testament, and the 
Canon Law of the Universal Church, concerning the Impedi- 
ments of Marriage and the Dissolution of the Marriage 
Bond ; Digested and Arranged with Notes Scholia. Crown 
8vo. cloth boards, Js, 6d, . 

GOOD STORIES. — New Series. Each with a Coloured Frontispiece, 
Monthly, $</.; Series, containing four numbers, bound in extra cloth 
boards, is, 6d, ; Six Volumes, extra cloth boards, gilt edges, 51. each. 

7h£ * Sgries * are most popular in Village aftd School Libraries. The 
* Volumes * as Prizes or Presents. 

THE QOSPEL MISSIONARY. — Containing Missionary News, 
Anecdotes, and Verses suited for Young People. Illustrated. Monthly, One 
Halfpenny. 

Published under the Direction of the S. P. G. 

THE GRAIN OF MUSTARD SEED; or. Woman's Work 
in Foreign Parts. Monthly, id. Post free for a year to all parts of the 
world, IS, 6d. 

Published by the S, P, G. Ladies'* Association for the Promotion oj 
Female Education among the HecUhen, 

HARRIS. — GOLDEN STEPS : Lectures to Communicants' Classes. 
By the late Rev. G. C. Harris, M.A. Royal 32mo. dd, ; cloth boards, 
red edges, is, [Third Edition. 

HAPPY SUNDAY AFTERNOONS —a Series of Bible OutUnes, 
printed on Superfine Lined Paper, for the Little Ones to colour and 
write about. Crown 4to. is. ; cloth boards, is, 6d, 
* The publishers improve on the educational idea, which is at the root of the 
Kindergarten system, of making children teach themselves in their amusements. 
In ''Happy Sunday Afternoons for the Little Ones'' this firm, so pleasantly 
associated with a long history of juvenile recreation, supplies the means of self- 
improvement by a series of simple Bible outlines, to colour or write about either 
from memory or by reference to the Scriptures themselves.' 

The Daily Telegraph. 

HELEN MORTON'S TRIAL, and TIMID LUCY. 

With Coloured Illustrations. i8mo. extra cloth boards, is. 6d, 

HELPS BY THE WAY,— 

I. MY MORNING HYMN. I III. MY WEEKLY QUESTIONS. 

II. MY DAILY RULES. | IV. MY CONFESSION TO GOD. 

Printed in red and black, 8vo. id, [Second Edition. 

HER QREAT AMBITION.— a story for Little Boys and Girls. 
With Thirty Illustrations. Small crown 4to. cloth, bevelled boards, 2s, 6d. 
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HIQH WAQES and other stories. Ten FuU^page coloured 
Illustrations. Crown 8vo. cloth, bevelled boards, y, 6d, 

HINTS TO CHURCH - WORKERS.— Square i6mo. cloth 
boards, is, 4//. 

THE SAME AS TRACTS. 
HINTS TO CHOIRMEN, including an Office for the Admis- 
sion of a Chorister, id. [Fifth Edition. 

HINTS TO SUNDAY-SCHOOL TEACHERS, id. 

[Third Edition. 
HINTS TO LAY READERS, with the Form for Admitting 

Readers. 2d. 
HINTS TO TEACHERS OF ADULT CLASSES, id. 
HINTS TO LAY MISSIONERS. id. 
HINTS ON VISITING THE POOR AND SICK. id. 
HINTS TO BELL-RINGERS, id. 

Published under the Direction of the London Diocesan Lay- Helpers^ . 
Association. 

HOBART.— ^^^-^^ ^y ^^^ Hon. Mrs. C. Hobart, nke N.P. W. 

THE CHANGED CROSS. With Outline Illustrations by H. J. A. 
Miles. Square i6mo. cloth, bevelled boards, gilt edges, is. dd. 

[Twentieth Edition. 

THE CHANGED CROSS. Set to Music by George Carter. 4^. 

THE CLOUD AND THE STAR. With Outline Illustrations by 

H. J. A, Miles. Square i6mo. cloth, bevelled boards, gilt edges, is. 6a. 

[Second Edition. 

HOBSON.— AIDS TO THE STUDY OF THE BOOKS OF 
SAMUEL. By the Rev. Edwin Hobson, M.A., Principal of St. 
Katharine's College, Tottenham. Fcap. 8vo. cloth boards, 2 vols. is. 6d, 
each, or i vol. complete, with Map, 2s. 6d. 

*No difficulty is left unexplained, and the contents of the book are admirably 
summarised.' ^THE. SCHOOLMASTER. 

HOME REUNION SOCIETY'S PUBLICATIONS. 

1. TWO PAPERS UPON THE RELATIONS OF THE 
ENGLISH CHURCH TO NONCONFORMITY, yl. 

2. I. THE CHURCH AND THE NONCONFORMISTS. 
By John Shelly. II. THE CHURCH IN RELATION TO 
HOME REUNION. By John Trevarthen. III. THE 
CHURCH AND DISSENT. By Rev. Canon Hole. 2d. 

3. SERMON. By the Lord Bishop of Winchester. 2d. 

4. A LECTURE. By Earl Nelson. And Accounts of Two 
Meetings on Home Reunion at Salisbury. 3^. 

5. ON THE PROMOTION OF A BETTER UNDER- 
STANDING BETWEEN CHURCHMEN AND NON- 
CONFORMISTS: An Address at Ipswich Conference. By 
R. Denny Urlin. Price 2d. [Out of print. 
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HOME REUNION SOCIETY^S PUBLICATIONS — 

Continued, 

6. A PAPER ON PRIMITIVE EPISCOPACY. By Earl 
Nelson. 3^. 

7. 'PEACE IN THE SACRAMENTS.' The New Congrera- 
tional Hymn-book compared with the Book of Common Prayer. By 
the Rev. J. Foxley. 2d, 

8. «AN EIRENICON FOR THE WESLEYANS.' Two Prixe 
Essays under the above title. By W. T. Mowbray and the Rev. 

V. G. BORRADAILE. 3^^. 

9. 'WHO IS RIGHT?* A Friendly Conversation between a Methodist 
and a Churchman. By the Rev. Canon Buck, Rector of St. Dominick, 
Cornwall. 6</. 

10. TWO PAPERS READ AT THE DIOCESAN CON- 
FERENCE AT TRURO. By Earl Nelson and Rev. Canon 
Bush. 2d, 

11. THE DOCTRINE OF THE INCARNATION: Its Study 
the Key to the Knowledge of * The whole Counsel of God,' 
and thereby to the Attainment of Reunion. By the Rev. H. C. 
Powell, M.A,, Rector of Wylye, Wilts. 4//. 

12. PRIMITIVE CHURCH PRINCIPLES NOT INCONSIS- 
TENT WITH UNIVERSAL CHRISTIAN SYMPATHY. 
By the Rev. W. A. Butler, M.A. 2d, 

13. THE PROSPECTS OF HOME REUNION. Two Prize 
Essays. By the Rev. J. P. Rauntree and Miss H. Crofton. yi, 

14. HOME- DISUNION AND REUNION. By G. A. Spottis- 

WOODE. 2d, 

HOLINESS TO THE LORD: The character of the Christian 
Priest. Adapted from the French of the Abb^ Dubois, for the use of the 
English Clergy. With an Introduction by the Bishop of Carlisle. 
Crown Svo. cloth boards, yj. dd, 

HONOR BRIGHT; or, The Four-Leaved Shamrock. By the 
Author of *One of a Covey,* 'Robin and Linnet,' &c. With Full-page 
tinted Illustrations. Crown Svo. cloth, bevelled boards, y, 6d, 

[Fourth Edition. 
*A cAetfy, sensible, and healthy /a/p.'— Times. 

HOPKINS.— ^^^'^^ h ^^^ ^^' ^ ^- Hopkins, B,D,, Vicar of 
Littleport, Cambridge, 

HOLY SCRIPTURE: Temperance and Total Abstinence. Fcap. 

Svo. cloth boards, \s, [Third Thousand. 

' // will repay study either by the total abstainer or moderate drinker* 

Daily Review. 

THE POSITION AND DUTY OP NON -ABSTAINERS 

WITH REFERENCE TO THE TEMPERANCE CAUSE. 

8vo. 4^. [Second Edition. 
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HOy^.— Works by the Right Rev. W. Walsham How, D.D. 
Bishop of Bedford and Suffragan of London, 

THE BOY HERO. A Story founded on Fact. Illustrated by 
H. J. A. Miles. Oblong, paper boards, is, 6d, ; cloth boards, 
gilt edges, 2s, 

A PRAYER FOR THE PARISH. On Card, in red and black, id, 

A SERVICE FOR THE ADMISSION OF A CHORISTER. 

In red and black. 2d, 

CANTICLES POINTED FOR CHANTING, WITH AP- 
PROPRIATE CHANTS. 4to. paper covers, is. 

DAILY FAMILY PRAYER. Fcap. 8vo. cloth boards, is. 6d. 

[Twelfth Edition. 



t^ A Sixpenny Edition, in large type, cloth boards, is now read^* 
This volume will be found most si|itable tor parochial distribution, and is 
the cheapest book of Family Prayers yet published. 



HOLY COMMUNION. For those who need Encouragement. 6^. per 
Packet of Twenty. [ 1 53rd Thousand. 

MORNING AND EVENING PRAYER FOR A CHILD. 

Cloth, Id, 

NOTES ON THE CHURCH SERVICE. Fcap. 8vo. cloth, 9./. 

PASTORAL WORK. Fcap. 8vo. cloth boards, 25. 6d, 

* There is not a dull page among the 150 which make up ''Lectures on 
Pastoral Work.'* In six lectures^ originally delivered to Divinity Students at 
Cambridge, Dr. Walsham How deals with the clergyman's " Equipment" his 
''Dangers and Difficulties," his duty of "Visitation," his "Dealing with 
Infidelity," his "Preaching,'* and the help he may gtt fVom the " PcLstoral 
Epistles. ' ' —Guardian. 

PASTOR IN PAROCHlA. With the Appendix. Fcap. 8vo. cloth 
boards, red edges, 3^. 6^. ; calf limp antique, lo; . dd. Also morocco 
plain, and best flexible morocco, red under gold edges. 

[Fifteenth Edition. 

PLAIN WORDS. First Series. Sixtv Short Sermons for the Poor, 
and for Family Reading. Fcap. 8vo. cloth, turned in, 2s, ; cloth boards, 
red ^dges, 2s, 6d, Large-type Edition, cloth boards, 3^. 6d. 

[Forty-ninth Edition. 

PLAIN WORDS. Second Series. Short Sermons for the Sundays 

and Chief Holy-days of the Christian Year. Fcap, Svo. cloth, turned 

in, 2s.', cloth boards, red edges, 2s, 6d, Large-type Edition, cloth 

boards, 3J. 6d, [Thirtieth Edition. 

Vols. I. and II., in one vol. cloth boards, 41. 6d, 

PLAIN WORDS. Third Series. Forty Meditations with a View to 
the Deepening of the Spiritual life. Fcap. Svo. cloth limp, 2s. ; cloth 
boards, red edges, 2s, 6d, Large-type Edition, cloth boards, 3J. 6d, 

[Seventeenth Edition. 

PLAIN WORDS. Fourth Series. Forty Readings for those who 

desire to Pray Better. Fcap. Svo. cloth limp, turned in, 2s.; cloth 

boards, red edges, 2s. 6d. [Seventh Edition. 

Vols. III. and IV. in one, cloth boards, 4s. 6d, 
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HO>N .— Works by Right Rev. W. Walsham Ifoiv.— {Continued.) 

PLAIN WORDS, as Tracts. Series I.-IIL, in Large Type, 2j. 6d, 
each Series. 

A Selection from 'Plain Words,* for Parochial Distribution, in 
smaller type, is, per packet: three kinds. 

PLAIN WORDS TO CHILDREN. Crown 8vo. cloth. beveMed 
boards, 2x. 6d, ; fcap. 8vo. cloth limp, turned in, 2s. [Third Edition. 

A TALE OF THE LONDON MISSION, 1884. With 
Outline Illustrations by H. J. A. Miles. Square i6mo. cloth, 
bevelled boards, gilt edges, is.(>d. • 

PRAYERS FOR SCHOOLS. Royal samo. paper covers, 3<f.; 
cloth, 6d. 

PRIVATE LIFE AND MINISTRATIONS OF^THE PARISH 
PRIEST. Royal 32mo". cloth, 6d. 

RESOLUTIONS FOR THOSE RECOVERING FROM 
SICKNESS. On Card, in red and black, 12 copies in packet, 6d. 

REVISION OF THE RUBRICS. An Historical Survey of all 
that has been done since the issue of the Ritual Commission in 1867. 
Demy 8vo. is. 

SCRIPTURE READINGS. Selected Passages for Reading to the 
Sick. The Appendix to 'Pastor in Parochil.* Fcap. 8vo. cloth 
boards, is, 6d. 

SERMONS OF GOOD CHEER. Fcap. 8vo. cloth boards, is, 

[In the press. 

SEVEN LENTEN SERMONS ON PSALM LI. Fcap. 8vo. 
cloth limp, turned in, is, [Eleventh Edition. 

SUGGESTIONS FOR OBSERVING THE DAY OF IN- 
TERCESSION. id,\ 6j. per 100. [loth Thousand. 

THE EVENING PSALTER POINTED FOR CHANTING. 

Oblong cloth limp, dd, 

TWENTY- FOUR PRACTICAL SERMONS. Fcap. 8vo. cloth 
limp, turned in, 2s. ; cloth boards, red edges, 2J. 6t/. [Twelfth Edition. 

TWO ADDRESSES ON HOLY MARRIAGE, id, 

VESTRY PRAYERS WITH A CHOIR. On Card, in red and 
black, id, 

HOW.— WEEK-DAY SERVICES IN COUNTRY CHURCHES. 

By the Rev. F. Douglas How, M.A. dd, 

HOW TO PRAY THE LORD^S PRAYER -32mo. u^ 

6s, per 100. [loth Thousand. 

* /« tAe plainest type and language. We can earnestly commend it for dis- 
tribution^ as likely to be most useful.' — Guardian. 

HUTTON.— THE LIGHT OF LIFE: Meditations on the Earlier 
Ministry of our Lord. By the Rev. Vernon W. Hutton, M.A., 
Vicar of Sneinton, Nottingham. Crown 8vo. cloth boards. [/;/ the press. 
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IN A QOOD CAUSE. — a Collection of Stories, Poems, and 
Illustrations. Edited by Mrs. Tyssen Amherst. Fcap. 4to. bound 
in white, 5^. The volume contains Contributions by Sir Richard Temple, 
Bart., the Bishop of Bedford, W. R. S. Ralston, F. Anstey, Wilfrid Cripps, 
Oscar Wilde, Lady Augusta Nod, Lady Constance Howard, A. Lang, 
Canon A. J. Mason, Hamilton Aid^, &c. Illustrated by R. Caldecott, 
W. C. Horsley, S. Carter, Tristram Ellis, and others. 

• One of the prettiest books of the season. Seldom has an Editor bun so 
successful in enlisting the aid of distinguished authors, ' — Edinburgh 
Daily Review. 

I NQELOW.-^ ^^'•>^'^ by Jean Ingelow, 

MOPSA THE FAIRY. Illustrated. Crown 8vo. cloth boards, 3». 6^. 

A SISTER'S BYE-HOURS. Illustrated. Crown 8vo. cloth boards, 
3^. 6</. [Third Edition. 

STUDIES FOR STORIES FROM GIRLS' LIVES. Illustrated. 
Crown 8vo. cloth boards, y, 6d» [Sixth Edition, 

JENYNS.— A BOOK ABOUT BEES. Their History, Habits, and 
Instincts; also the first principles of Modem Bee-keeping, for 
Young Readers. By the Rev. F. G. Jenyns, M.A., Rector of Kneb- 
worth, Member of the Committee of the British Bee-keepers' Association. 
Wiih numerous Illustrations. Crown 8vo. cloth boards. [/« the press, 

JONES.— ^^'•^^ h C, A, Jones. 

COUNT UP THE SUNNY DAYS. A Story for Boys and Girls. 
Illustrated. Small crown 8vo. cloth, bevelled boards, 3j. 6d, 

FOUR LITTLE SIXES : A Story for Boys and Girls. Dlus- 

trated. Square l6mo. cloth boards, is, 6d. 
LITTLE JEANNETON'S WORK : A Chronicle of Breton Life, 

With upwards of Thirty Illustrations. Crown 8vo. cloth, bevelled 
boards, 35-. 6d, 
ONLY A GIRL: A Story of a Quiet Life. A Tale of Brittany. 
Adapted from the French. With upwards of Forty Illustrations. 
Crown 8vq. cloth, bevelled boards, gilt edges, 3J. 6d, 

* We can thoroughly recommend this brightly written and homely narrative.^ 

Saturday Review. 

UNDER THE KING'S BANNER. Stories of the Soldiers of 

Christ in all Ages. With Introduction by the Bishop of Bedford. 

Outline Illustrations by John Sadler. Square i6mo. doth boards, 

2s, 6d, 

KINO.— ADDINGTON VENABLES, BISHOP OF NASSAU. 
A Sketch of his Life and Labours for the Church of God. By the 
Rev. W. F. H. King, M.A., Commissary to the late Bishop. With Por- 
trait, Map, and Illustrations. Crown 8vo. cloth, bevelled boards, 3J. 6d, 

*//is life was one of utter self -denial and sheer hard work for God and His 
Church,'— JOHif Bull. 
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KIP.— THE DOUBLE WITNESS OF THE CHURCH. By the 

Right Rev. W. Ingraham Kip, D.D., LL.D., Bishop of California. 
• Crown 8vo. cloth boards, 2j. dd. 

This editiot^ of Bishop Kifs" poptilar Lectures on the Principles of the 
Church is the authorised reprint of the 2.2nd American edition, 

THE LAND OF LIQHT: a Transcript from the Rhythm of 
Bernard de Morlaix. With Outline Illustrations by H. J. A. Miles. 
Square i6mo. cloth, bevelled boards, gilt edges, \s, 6d, 
Uniform with * The Changed Cross,* 

LAY.— STUDIES IN THE CHURCH; Being Letters to an Old- 
fashioned Layman. By the Right Rev. Henry C. Lay, D.D., 
LL.D., Bishop of Easton, U. S. A. i8mo. cloth, bevelled boards, 2x. 6d. 

* Full of clear sound common sense and manly piety ^ which cannot but 
enlist the readers sympathy. The Bishop deals with his subject from an 
intellectual, doctrinal, and practical point of view. . . . Laymen cannot but 
appreciate his broad sympathies.* — GUARDIAN. 

LEA.— THE SUCCESSION OF EPISCOPAL JURISDICTION IN 
ENGLAND AT THE EPOCHS OF THE REFORMATION 
AND REVOLUTION. Exhibited in a Series of Tables. With an 
Introduction by John Walter Lea, B.A., F.G.S., &c.. Fellow of the 
Royal Historical Society. Fcap. 4to. cloth boards, 5^. 

^LEFT TILL CALLED FOR.^— Bythe Author of 'From Do- 
nothing Hall to Happy-Day House.* With Outline Illustrations by 
J. Sadler. Oblong, cloth boards, ix. 

The story of a little boy left at a railway station on Christmas Evc» 

LETTER OF COMMENDATION: a Card in Red and Black 
for giving to Parishioners on leaving a Parish. 6^. per packet of 12. 

LEWIS.— YOUNG MEN'S BIBLE CLASSES AND HOW 
TO MANAGE THEM. By M. A. Lewis, Paper covers, 6^. 

LITTLE FABLES FOR LITTLE FOLKS, which Great 

Ones may Read. With Nineteen Illustrations. i8mo. cloth boards, u. 

LITTLE HELPS FOR DAILY TOILERS —By a Working 

Associate of the Girls* Friendly Society. With Prefatory Note by the 
Bishop of Bedford. Royal 32010. fancy cloth boards, 9^. 

LITTLE LAYS FOR LITTLE LIPS.— with OutUnelUustrations 
by H. J. A. Miles. Square i6mo. cloth, bevelled boards, gilt edges, \s. 6d. 

[Seventh Edition. 

A LOST PIECE OF SILVER. By the Author of 'Edith Vemon»s 
Life- Work,* &c. Illustrated. Crown 8vo. cloth boards extra, 31. 6d, 

* This is a simple, pathetic little story, which has the look of being true; truet 
that is, in the sense of being faithful to life. . . . Told without exaggeration, 
without any fine writing, but with very considerable power,* — SPECTATOR, 
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LYTTELTON.— AIDS to christian education: Being 
a Brief Manual of Christian Doctrine and Practice. By the late 
Hon. and Rev. W. H. Lyttelton, M.A., Vicar of Hagley, CaiJon of 
Worcester. Vol. I. THE BAPTISMAL COVENANT. Fcap. 8vo. 
cloth boards, zr. 6^. 

This Volume may be had in separate parts for Confirmation 
Candidates, 

MACLAQAN .—WORDS of counsel addressed to 

CONFIRMATION CANDIDATES ON THE EVE OF 
CONFIRMATION DAY. By the Right Rev. W. D. Maclagan, 
D.D., Bishop of Lichfield. Fcap. 8vo. yi, 

MACRITCHIE.— BY the sea of GALILEE. a Poem. By 
Margaret S. MacRitchie. Tinted Outline Illustrations by H. J. A. 
Miles. Square i6mo. cloth, bevelled boards, gilt edges, u. dd, 

MARRIAGE SERVICE.— Printed in Red and Black with Illustrations, 
and a Marriage Chorale. Bound in white and gold. 6^/.; or white 
silk, 5x. 

MAY.— THE CHRISTIAN COURSE; or. Helps to the Practice 
of Meditation. By the Rev. Thomas May, M.A., Vicar of Leigh, 
Tunbridge. With Preface by the Bishop of Bedford. Royal 8vo. cloth 
boards, 5j. [Fourth Edition, Corrected and Enlarged. 

M I LES.— Works Illustrated by H, /. A, Miles. 

FROM DO-NOTHING HALL TO HAPPY-DAY HOUSE. 

By the Author of * Left till called for,* &c. Daintilv printed in the best 
style of Chromo-lithography. Illustrated cover, cloth back, coloured 
edges, \5. 6d, 

* A very pretty allegory for children. The illustrations are exceedingly 
chaste, and are most natural* — ^The Artist. 

OUTLINE PICTURES FOR LITTLE PAINTERS. 4to. in 
chromo-lithographic wrapper, u.; cloth, \s, td. Printed in sepia on 
grey paper specially made for the purpose. 

TILES FROM DAME MARJORIE'S CHIMNEY-CORNER. 
AND CHINA FROM HER CUPBOARD.— 5"i?^ Burne, p. 3. 

MISSION FIELD. — Containing a variety of Missionary Information, 
with a Record of the Proceedings of the S. P. G. Monthly, 2d, Post free 
for a year to all parts of the World, 3^. 

MISSION LIFE.— "Sf^ Church Work, with which Mission Life 
is now incorporated^ p, 5. 

MISSIONARY CONFERENCES.— REPORT of the 

MISSIONARY CONFERENCE HELD AT LONDON, 1875. 
Crown 8vo. paper, zs, 6d. ; cloth, 35. 

REPORT OF THE MISSIONARY CONFERENCE HELD 
i AT OXFORD, 1877. Crown 8vo. paper, 2s, 6d. ; cloth, 3J. 
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MISSIONARY PRAYERS for the extension of 

CHRIST'S CHURCH AT HOME AND ABROAD. For 

Private and Family Use. i8mo. paper covers, dd, ; cloth boards, u. 

MITCHELL.— THE SUFFERER'S GUIDE. By Elizabeth 
Harcourt Mitchell, Author of * The Beautiful Face,' &c. Edited by 
the Rev. T. T. Carter, M.A. Crown 8vo. cloth boards, 3^. (xi. 

This Volume comists of Three Parts : — On Stiff ering in General — On 
Spiritual Sufferings — Suffering a Means of Petfection, [Second Edition. 

MOBERLY.— SACRIFICE in the EUCHARIST : A Conver- 
sation. By the Rev. G. H. Moberly, M.A. Crown 8vo. \s, 

MONTH BY MONTH.— Poems for Children. With Twelve Illus- 
trations by T. Pym. Sq. i6mo. cloth, bevelled boards, gilt edges, u. dd, 

* We hardly know which to praise most, the quaint little illustrations or the 
poetry.'— Chvrch Times. 

MOORE.— SIMPLE GUIDE TO CHURCH DOCTRINE: Being 
an Explanation of the Church Catechism in Question and 
Answer, with Notes and Scripture Proofs. By Blanche Moore. 
l6mo. 4d, [Third Edition. 

MORNING STAR: DaUy Texts for Little Children. Printed in 
red and black, 32mo. extra cloth boards, gd. 

The texts selected are specially simple and plain, 

MOTHER^S UNION. — Containing Morning and Evening Prayers 
and Four simple Resolutions, in red and black. \d.\ ds. per 100. 

N. OR M. — By the Author of * Honor Bright,' * Peas-Blossom,' * One of a 
Covey,* &c. With numerous Illustrations by H. J. A. Miles. Crown 8vo. 
cloth, bevelled boards, 3J. dd, 

NORTON.— ^^^-^^ h the Rev. / G, Norton, M.A., Rector of 
Christ Church Cathedral, Montreal. 

HEARTY SERVICES : or, Revived Church Worship. Crown 
8vo. cloth, bevelled boards, y, 6d. [Third Edition. 

WORSHIP IN HEAVEN AND ON EARTH: Responsive, 
Congregational, Reverent, Musical, and Beautiful. DemySvo. 
cloth boards, I2s. 6d. 

* Canada has just afforded uSy in Mr, Norton's " Worship in Heaven and 
on Earth" a good instance of Evangelical Churchmanship, united with learning 
and toleration. His work will prove attractive to those who take an interest in 
liturgical studies. It is certainly very thorough, as it deals with the worship 
and ritual of Greeks, Romans, Jews, Buddhists, and Devil- Worshippers, as 
well as of Christians of every church and denomination.* — Contemporary 
Review. 
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O^BRI EN .—Stories by Mrs. Charlotte O'Brien. 

MARGARET AND HER FRIENDS. With Coloured Frontis- 
« piece. Fcap. 8vo. cloth boards, ix. 

MOTHER'S WARM SHAWL. With Coloured Frontispiece. Fcap. 

8vo. cloth boards, u. 
OLIVER DALE'S DECISION. With Coloured Frontispiece. 
Fcap. 8vo. cloth boards, \s. 

ONE OF A COVEY.— By the Author of 'Honor Bright,' 'Peas- 
Blossom,' &c. With numerous Illustrations by H. J. A. Miles. Crown 
8vo. extra cloth boards, gilt edges, 31. (>d. 

* Full of spirit and life^ so well sustained throughout that grown-up readers 
may enjoy it as much as children, , , , It is one of the best boohs of the season.* 

Guardian. 
' One of the chief characters tuould not have disgrcLced Dichens' pen,* 

Literary ^VoRL•D 

OUR FRIENDS IN PARADISE; or, Sanctorum Dulcis 

Memoria. With Preface by the Right Rev. W. D. Maclagan, D.D., 

Bishop of Lichfield. Small 4to. fancy cloth boards. [/// the press. 

Ecuh page is surrouttded by a white and violet floral border^ and spaces 

left for the names of cUfarted friends, 

THE OLD^ OLD STORY. By the Author of 'Heart to Heart,' &c. 
With Outline Illustrations by H. J. A. Miles. Square i6mo. cloth, 
bevelled boards, gilt edges, is, 6d. 

O^REILLY.— ^''-^ ^y ^rs. Robert O'Reilly. 

CHILDREN OF THE CHURCH: or, Short Lessons on the 
. Church Catechism for Infant Children. i8mo. cloth boards, 

\s, 6d, [Eighth Edition. 

CHILDREN OP THE CHURCH. Second Series. Lessons 

on the Collects. iSmo. cloth boards, is, 6d, 
STORIES THEY TELL ME; or, Sue and I. With lUustra- 

tions by H. J. A. Miles. Crown 8vo. cloth, bevelled boards, jx. 6d. 

*A thoroughly delightful book ^ full of sound wisdom as well as fun* 

Athen^um. 

OUR BOYS AND GIRLS BOTH GOOD AND BAD — 

Edited by the Author of * Great Britain for Little Britons.* With Thirty 
Illustrations. Small crown 8vo. cloth, bevelled boards^ 2s, 6d. 

bUR WAIFS AND STRAYS.— The Monthly Record of the 
Work of the Church of England T^entral Home for Waifs and 
Strays, id. 

OWI N Dl A : A Tale of the Mackenzie River Indians. With Frontispiece. 
Square i6mo. bound in white cloth boards, is, 

PANTON.— LISTEN! Poems for the ChUdren's Hour. By J. E. 
Panton. With Frontispiece by W. P. Frith, R.A. and Outline Illustra- 
tions by Helen Miles and T. P)ma. Square i6mo. fancy cloth boards, is.dd, 
* The pretty little poems in this pretty little book will be sure to find teady 
listeners.* — Morning Post. 
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THE PAINTED SAIL^ and other Stoiies. Ten Full-page coloured 
Plates. Crown 8vo. cloth, bevelled bq^ards, y, 6d. 

PALMER.— DOGGED JACK. By Frances Palmer. With Full- 
page Coloured Illustrations. Crown 8vo. cloth, bevelled boards, 3^. Sd, 

[Second Edition. 

TRUE UNDER TRIAL. With Tinted Illustrations from Drawings 
by G. L. Seymour and W. A. Cranston. Crown. 8vo. cloth^ 
bevelled boards, y, 6d. [Fourth Edition. 

*A toeU'written s^ory,*— Times, 

PAPAL CLAIMS considered in the light op 

SCRIPTURE AND HISTORY. With an Introduction by the 
Bishop of Bedford. Fcap. 8vo. cloth boards, is. 

PARABLES OF THE KINGDOM.— Our Lords Parables 
Simply Told for Children. By the Author of 'Voices of Nature,* 
• Earth's Many Voices.* With 46 Illustrations in Outline by H. J. A. 
Miles. Square i6mo. cloth, bevelled boards, 2s. 6d. 

* Teachers will find this a valuable ^i^.*— CHURCH Bells. 

PEAS-BLOSSOM. — By the Authorof* Honor Bright,* 'One of a Covey,' 
&c. With numerous Illustrations by H. J. A. Miles. Crown 8vo. cloth 
boards, gilt edges, y. 6d. 

• A delightfully written book for boys about twelve. The best book of the 
season, ' — Standard. 

PLAIN TEXTS FOR DAILY USE.— With introduction by the 
Bishop of Bedford. 64mo. cloth boards, 4d, ; Persian limp, gd,; calf 
limp, IS, 6d. 

PLUNKET.— MERRIE GAMES IN RHYME, FROM YE 

OLDEN TIME. Illustrated and Collected by the Hon. Emmeline 

M. Plunket. Printed in red and black. Crown 4to. cloth boards, y. 6d, 

Each Rhyme is accompanied by a rubric indicating how the game is 

played^ and a musical score of the traditioncU tune to which it is chanted. 

POTTER.— A PRESENT CHRIST I Daily Ten Minutes* Read- 
ings for Four Weeks on the Incarnation. By the Rev. J. Hasloch 
Potter, M.A., Vicar of Holy Trinity, Upper Tooting. Fcap. 3vo. cloth 
boards, 2J. 6^. [Second Edition. 

Specially suited for use at Daily Services or Family Prayer, 

POTTER.— SERMONS OF THE CITY. By the Rev. Henry C. 
Potter, D.D., Secretary to the House of Bishops, U. S. A. Crown 8vo. 
cloth boards, 2s, 6d. 
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PRESCOTT.— ^^'•>^ h *^ ^^- G' ^' Prescott, M,A., Vicar 
of St MichaePs^ Paddingfon, 

COUNSELS ON PRAYER. Royal 32mo. 6^. ; cloth boards, l^. 

HINDRANCES TO SPIRITUAL LIFE : A Course of Lent 
Lectures. Crown 8vo. cloth boards, is. 6d, [Fourth Edition. 

LECTURES ON THE LORD'S PRAYER. Crown 8vo. cloth 
boards, is, 6d, 

THE 'PRIZE^ BIBLE. — Numerous illustrations. Twelve Coloured 
Chromo Plates. Large-t3rpe Letterpress, and printed on Toned Paper. 
4to. extra cloth, bevelled boards, gilt edges, I2s, 6d, 

p>{m,— Illustrated Works by T, Pvm. 

A. B. C. — A new Children's Alphabet, beautifully printed in colours. 
Upwards of Fifty Illustrations. Each letter is accompanied with an 
explanatory verse. Square i6mo. fancy boards, 2s. 6d, 

CHILDREN BUSY, 

CHILDREN GLAD, 
CHILDREN NAUGHTY, 

CHILDREN SAD. 

With Stories by L. C. An Illustrated Book of Child-life, printed in 
the best style of Chromo -lithography. Bound in an Illustrated cover, 
paper boards, cloth back, 3^. 6d, 

'A most charming book for children. The pictures are very pretty, and the 
children represented in them look like real children as they are seen in nurseries, 
which is not always, nor even often, the case in books of this sort. The stories 
display a delicate fancy, and will be read with real pleasure for their literary 
merit by grown-up people as well as children.' — Times. 

OUTLINE ILLUSTRATIONS FOR THE LITTLE ONES 
TO COLOUR. Fcap. 4to. is. ; cloth, is. 6d. 

MORE OUTLINES for the LITTLE ONES TO COLOUR. 
Fcap. 4to. IS. ; cloth, is. 6d, 

These Outline Picture-books are printed in sepia^ on .tinted paper 
expressly made for the purpose. 
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PYH\^— Illustrated Works by T. Fvm.— {Continued.) 

PICTURES FROM THE POETS. A^ook of Selected Extracts 
from Ancient and Modem Sources, illustrated by Child-life, carefully 
printed in Cbromo-lithography in brown and red tints. Oblong 4to. 
Illustrated cover, cloth back, 3j. 6d, 

' This volume will afford pleasure to every one who can admire good artistic 
work. ' — Scotsman. 

THE SNOW QUEEN. By Hans Christian Andersen. Beau- 
tifully printed in the best style of Chromo-lithography. Fcap. 4to. 
Illustrated cover, cloth back, coloured edges, ^s. 



THE QUEEN^S SHILLING and other STORiES.-with 

Ten Full-page coloured Illustrations. Crown 8vo. cloth, bevelled boards, 
3s.6ii. 

THE QUIET HELPER. Text, Prayer, and Hymn for Four 
Weeks, and for the principal Holy-days. Printed in large type for 
hanging on the wall. On roller, 3J. 

READINGS AND DEVOTIONS FOR MOTHERS. With 

Introduction by the late Bishop of Salisbury. Fcap. 8vo. cloth limp, 
IS. 6d. 

* This little book certainly seems to supply a want which has not exactly been 
supplied before, and as the Bishop of Salisbury observes, it has done it in a 
way most likely to prove useful,' — Church Times. 

ROBIN AND LINNET. By the Author of * Honor Bright,' &c. With 
Coloured Illustrations by T. Pym. Square i6mo. extra cloth boards, \s. 6d. 

* The adventures are very amusing, and the story will be a favourite with 
children, who will delight to fancy themselves roaming on the beach, or dabbling 
in the pools in such liberty.' — Guardian. 

ROCHESTER DIOCESAN DIRECTORY, with Coloured 

Map of England and Wales, divided into the Dioceses. Published by 
Authority. Small crown 8vo. paper boards, cloth back, u. (xi. 

A ROUGH DIAMOND AND OTHER STORIES.-Ten 

FuU-pc^e coloured Illustrations. Crown 8vo. cloth, bevelled boards, 
3J. 6d, 
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ROWLEY.— ^^^^ fy the Rev, Henry Rowley. 

THB RELIGIONS OP THE AFRICANS. Fcap. 8vo. cloth 
boards, y, 6d, 

TWENTY YEARS IN CENTRAL AFRICA. The Story of the 
Universities* Mission, from its Commencement mider Bishop Mackenzie 
to the Present Time, With Map, Crown 8vo. cloth boards, y, 6d» 

• Tke volutne abounds in thrilling incidents,* ^hvxRick^ Churchman. 

RUTH H ALU DAY; or. The Adopted Daughter. A Tale founded 
on Fact. Fcap. 8vo, cloth boards, is. 



ST. AUSTIN^S COURT; or, The Grandchildren. With Coloured 
Frontispiece. i8mo. cloth boards, is, 

SHADOWS OF TRUTH ; or. Thoughts and Allegories in Prose 
and Verse. By G. M. C. Fcap. 8vo. cloth boards, gilt edges, 2s. 6d. 

[Third Edition. 

SHERLOCK.— THE AMETHYST: A Selection of Temperance 
Readings in Prose and Verse. By Frederick Sherlock. Crown 
8vo. cloth boards, is, 

SHORT READINGS FROM THE DAILY PSALMS. 

i8mo. cloth boards, is, 

SIDEBOTHAM.— THE discipline of temptation, and 
other Sermons. By the Rev. H. Sidebotham, M.A,, Canon of 
Gibraltar and Chaplain of St. John's, Mentone. Fcap. 8vo. cloth boards, 

IS. 

SIKES.— ^^''^^ h ihe Rev, T. B, Sikes, M,A., F, R, His, Soe,, 
Rector ofBurstow, Surrey, 

ENGLAND'S PRAYER-BOOK. A Short and Practical Ex- 
position of the Services. i8mo. cloth boards, 2s, 6d, 

THE HOLY COMMUNION. Cloth, 6d. 

SILVERMERE ANNALS j Tales of Village Life. By C. E. B. 

With Coloured Frontispiece. Fcap. 8vo. cloth boards, is» 
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SISTER LOUISE. The story of her Life-Work. With Portrait. 
Fcap. 8vo. cloth boards, 2s, td, [Second Edition. 

* The memoir of Sister Ionise shows what a self-denying woman can do in 
the way of helping those who are incapable of helping themselves. . , . she would 
not be happy unless she was engaged in practical philanthropy. Her religion 
was that of faith working by love. Many were her trials. . . . The story is 
full of practical suggestions, '—The Rock. 

SKEY.— DOLLY'S OWN STORY. Told in her Own Words. By 
L. C. Skev. Illustrated in Outline by J. Sadler. Square i6mo, cloth 
boards, ix. 6^. 

SLATTER.— STUDENTS' gospel harmony. Being the Four 
Gospels in the Original Greek, arranged in parallel columns so as to show 
the consentient portions together, with a Preface and Analytical Tables. 
By the Rev. John Slatter, M.A., Vicar of Streatley, Berks, and Hon. 
Canon, Christ Church, Oxford. Demy 8vo. cloth boards, lis, 6d. 

* Although, in many cases, the assignation of a passage to a particular place 
in the ** Harmony** must involve a choice of difficulties, there is evidence throughout 
that all the conditions of the problem have been fully considered. In shorty a 
student whofollowi Canon Slatter will hardly go wrong.' — Daily News. 

SHO^DOH.^^orks by Jasper W. Snowdon. 

DOUBLE NORWICH COURT BOB MAJOR. Crown 8vo 
paper covers, is, 

ROPE-SIGHT : An Introduction to the Art of Change-Ringing. 
Crown 8vo. paper cover, is, 6d, [Second Edition. 

* Very much wanted, . . . Mr, Snowdon is peculiarly fitted for the post of 

teacher,'— Chvrch Bells. 

STANDARD METHODS in the ART of CHANGE-RINGING. 

With a Book of Coloured Diagrams. Crown 8yo. paper cover, 2.^. 6d, 

A TREATISE ON TREBLE BOB. 

Crown Svo. paper cover. — Part I., is,; Part II., 2s, 

Part I.— History of Treble Bob— The In-and-Out-of-Courses of the 
Changes — Pricking Touches and Peals — Qualities of Peals — Transpo- 
sition of Peals — Proof of Treble Bob — Lock wood's System — Con- 
ducting and Calling Round. 

Part II. — Collection of looo Peals— Five-part Peals— Two-part 
Peals — One-part Peals — Peals with Tenors parted — Treble Bob Royal 
and Maximus — Composers' Names. 
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SONQS AND LYRICS FOR LITTLE LIPS, with Musical 

Contributions by W. H. Cummings and others. Illustrated by G. L. 
Seymour and others. 8vo. cloth extra, bevelled boards, gilt edges, 6j. 

*A collection of some of the choicest little foemsfor children that we possess — 
some old, some new — with appropriate mustc and charming ** pictures.'* We 
can imagine no more delightful present to a child six or seven years old.* 

Guardian. 

SPECIAL SERVICES. 

SPECIAL SERVICE OP INTERCESSION POR THOSE 
AT SEA. id. ; 6s. per loo. 

Approved by the late Archbishop oj Canterbury. 

SPECIAL SERVICES FOR USE IN CHURCHES AND 
MISSION ROOMS. 

Advent, id, \ 

Easter, id. > 6j. per loo. 

Ascensiontide and Whitsuntide, id. ) 

A SPECIAL SERVICE OP PREPARATION FOR HOLY 

COMMUNION. 50 Copies for 2J. 

Many churches have adopted this Service for use oti a week-day evening. 
It is now published with the view of an extended circulcLtiont and is sanC" 
t toned by the Bishops of London^ Winchester, and others, 

FORM OF INSTITUTION AND INDUCTION. 3^. per loa 

As prepared by a Committee of the Lower House of the Convocation of 
Canterbury, 

FORM OF SERVICE FOR THE DEDICATION OF 
CHURCH BELLS. 2s. 6d, a packet of 50 copies. 

AN OFFICE FOR NEW-YEAR'S EVE. id.-, 6j. per 100 copies. 
Approved by the Bishop of Winchester. 

STEVENS.— LOVE IS of god, and other Sermons. By the 
Right Rev. W. Bacon Stevens, D.D. LL.D., Bishop of Pennsylvania. 
Crown 8vo. cloth boards, zs, dd, 

STOKES. —THE TEACHERS' GRADUAL: Lessons on the 
Church Catechism. By the Rev. Louis Stokes, M.A., Assistant 
Diocesan Inspector for London, and Campden Lecturer of St. Lawrence, 
Jewry. Fcap. 8vo. cloth boards, \In the press. 
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STONE.— DEARE CHILDE. A ViUage Idyl. By the Rev. S. J. Stone, 
M.A., Vicar of St. Paul's, Haggerstone. With Outline Illustrations by 
H. J. A. Miles. Square i6mo. cloth, bevelled boards, gilt edges, u. 6d, 

[Third Edition. 

STORIES & EPISODES OF HOME MISSION-WORK. 

With a Preface by the late Archbishop of Canterbury Crown 8vo. 
cloth boards, 3j. 6d. 

STRACHAN.— FROM east to west; or, Glance at the 
Church's Work in Distant Lands. By the Right Rev. J. M. 
Strachan, M.D., D.D., Bishop of Rangoon. Illustrated. Crown 8vo. 
cloth boards, 3^. 6d. 

SUNDAY. — Weekly, One Halfpenny; Monthly, in Wrapper, y. 

Annual Volumes, with upwards of Two Hundred Illustrations, illus- 
trated paper boards, cloth back, 3^. ; cloth, bevelled boards, gilt edges, 5x. 

A few copies of the following Volumes are still to be had, in extra cloth, 
bevelled boards, gilt edges, price 5x. each :~l878, 1879, 1881, 1882, 1883, 
1884. 

' If this Magazine finds its way to the glance of a child, woe be to the parent 
or friend standing by who does not chance to have the disposition or the means for 
purchasing it. It is absolutely full of charming pictures and interesting read- 
ing. The pictures are unquestionably better tluin those which one finds in some 
similar periodicals. '—CHRISTIAN WORLD. 

' We know of no better magazine of its kind, and we imagine no handsomer 
gift at Christmas time to bestow upon a child,'-'CHUiiCH Times, 

^ SUNDAY^ ALMANACK.— Containmg a Calendar and Text for 
each Day. Several Illustrations, id, ; 3J. pe? 100. 

This Almanack is adapted for localising. In order to secure copies^ 
orders should be received by Dec, i, 

SWAYNE.— THE MINISTER OF CHRIST IN THESE LAST 
DAYS. Five Addresses to Candidates for Ordination. By the Rev. 
ROBERT S. SwAYNE, M.A., Chancellor and Canon Residentiary of Salis- 
bury Cathedral. Crown 8vo. cloth boards, 2x. 

TAYLOR. —OUT OF the way. a village Temperance Story. 
By H. L. Taylor. With numerous Illustrations by A. H. Collins. Crown 
8vo. extra cloth, boards, gilt edges, 3J. 6^/. 

' A favourable specimen, , . . We were half way through the book before 
we found out that it was a temperance tale at all.' — Guardian. 

' The book deserves warm praise ; we wish then were more temperance tales 
like //,'— Christian World. 
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TEMPERANCE HYMNS AND SONGS. With Aecon. 

panying Tunes. To which is prefixed a short Opening Service. Demy 8vo. 
paper covers, ix. 6</. ; cloth boards, 2s, td. Words only, paper covers, 2d. ; 
limp cloth, yl, [New and Enlarged Edition. 

Published under the Direction of the Church of England Temperance 
Society, 

This is the ntost comprehensive and the cheapest book of its kind yet issued. 

THORN E.— ^^^^ fy £' H. Thorns, late Organistof Chichester 

Cathedral. 

A SELECTION OF SINGLE AND DOUBLE CHANTS. 

Oblong, cloth limp, is, [Twenty-third Editioii. 

PSALTER and CANTICLES, Pointed for Chanting to Anglican 
Chants, with Accents and Marks of Expression. i8mo. cloth limp, is. 

THOUGHTS FOR THE SICK AND INFIRM ON THE 

DAY OP INTERCESSION. With CommendaUon by the Bishop 
OF Bedford, id. ; dr. per loa 

THREE CUPS; or, The Girls of St. Andrews. By th^ Author of 
'Marty and the Mite-Boxes.* Illustrated. Crown 8vo. cloth boards, 
Zs,6d, 

* It appears there is a Chinese proverb^ ** When you have three cups to drink, 
drink your three cups," and this gives the quaint title of **The Three Cups" U} 
a pleasant little American ^^.'--QlJARDlAN. 

TITCOMB.— PERSONAL RECOLLECTIONS OP BRITISH 
BURMA. By Right Rev. J. H. TiTCOMB, D.D., First Bishop of Ran* 
goon. Illustrated. Demy 8vo. half doth, 2s, 6d. 

TOPSEY TURVY. with numerous Illustrations by H. J. A. Miles. 
4to, extra cloth boards, 3^. 6d* 

A most original tale for children from ten to fourteen; full of adventures 
and teeming with fun and humour, 

TROYTE.— CHANQE-RINOINO. An Introduction to the Early 
Stages of the Art of Church or Handbell Ringingi for the Use 
of Beginners. By Charles A. W. Tkoyte, of Huntsham Court, 
Devonshire ; Member of the Ancient Society of College Youths, London. 
Crown 8vo. paper covers, up to * Six Bells,' U.; Complete Edition, cloth 
limp, 2s. 6d, 
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TROYTE. — THE CHANGE-RINOBRS' GUIDE TO THE 
STEEPLES OF ENGLAND. With an Appendix, containing in- 
formation on many subjects interesting to the Exercise. Compiled by Rev. 
R. Acland-Troyte and J. E. Acland-Troyte, Members of the Ancient 
Society of College Youths, the Oxford University Society, &c, Cr. 8vo. i j.6</. 

TUCKER.— W^^>^ hy the Rev. K IV. Tucker, M.A., Secretary to 
the Society for the Propagation of the Gospel. 

MEMOIR of the LIFE and EPISCOPATE of EDWARD 

PEILD, D.D., Bishop of Newfoundland, 1844-1876. With Prefatory 

Note to the Author by the Right Hon. W. E. Gladstone, M.P. 

With Map of Newfoundland. Cr. 8vo. cloth boards, 5J. [Third Edit. 

*A record of a devoted life'—'? mjl Mall Gazette, 

MEMOIR of the LIFE and EPISCOPATE of GEORGE 
AUGUSTUS SELWYN, D.D., Bishop of New Zealand, 1841- 
1869; Bishop of Lichfield, 1867-1878. With Two Portraits, Map, 
Facsimile Letters, and Engraving of the Lady Chapel of Lichfield 
Cathedral. Two vols. 8vo.' 800 pp., cloth boards, 24J. 

Popular Edition, 2 vols, crown 8vo. cloth boards, \2s. 
^ Of more than ordinary interest.'— QvAVTERLY Review. 

XUTTIETT. — Works by the Rev. Lawrence Tuttiett. 

COUNSELS OF A GODFATHER. Fcap. 8vo. cloth, beveUed 
boards, 2x. 6d. Or in Mve Parts. [Second Edition. 

HOUSEHOLD PRAYERS FOR WORKING MEN. i8mo. 
cloth, (id. [loth Thousand. 

PLAIN FORMS OF HOUSEHOLD PRAYER for Four Weeks. 
Chiefly for those Engaged in Necessary Business. In large type, fcap. 
8vo. cloth boards, 2x. £/. [l«ifth Edition. 

THE TRUE PENITENT: Reflections on the Penitential 
Psalms. Fcap. 8vo. cloth, \s. 6d. 

TURNING-POINT OF LIFE, and the double war. 

FARE: Two Confirmation Stories. Illustrated. i8mo. cloth boards, 

IS* 

UNDER MOTHER^S WING. By L.C., Author of the stories in 
* Children Busy.* With Coloured Illustrations on every page by J. K. 
4to. Illustrated Cover, ^r. 

' The letterpress isfull of ortj^inality, 'Satvrday Review. 
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VENABLES.— ^''-^ h ^^ R^- George Venables, S.C.L. 
Vicar of Great Yarmouth. 

CHURCHMAN'S MANUAL. 32mo. cloth boards, is. 

[Third Edition, enlarged. 

FIVE OFFICES FOR PAROCHIAL USE.— Sunday-school 
Teachers, Opening and Closing Schools, Meeting of District Visitors, 
Mission-room Services, Cottages, &c. Fcap. 8vo. (id. 

OFFICES OF HOLY BAPTISM, CONFIRMATION, 
SOLEMNIZATION OF MATRIMONY, AND BURIAL 
OF THE DEAD, with Explanatory Observations. Royal 
l6mo. 3^. each. Or the Four in one vol. paper cover, is. ; cloth, 2s, 

OUR CHURCH AND OUR COUNTRY. Crown 8vo. paper 
covers, 6d, [Sixth Edition. 

TEACHING OF JESUS CHRIST UPON MANY SUBJECTS 
OF THE CHRISTIAN VERITY. Fcap. 8yo. paper, u. ; cloth 
limp, 2s. 6d, 

THREE EXTRA SERVICES FOR USE IN CHURCH — 

an* Office for Communicants, a Service of Song, and an Office for a 
Catechetical Service. 24mo. 4^. 

VERNON.— KALENDAR NOTES: Short Devotional Comments 
for Every Sunday and Holy-day of the Christian Year. By the 
Rev. J. R. Vernon, M.A., Rector of St. Audrie*s, Somerset. Fcap. 8vo. 
cloth boards, y. 

* Brief readings— terse and thoughtful.' —lAT^^AXY CHURCHMAN. 

yj\[ifiL.— Stories by Mrs. Vidal. 

LUCY HELMORE. Coloured Illustrations. Fcap. 8vo. extra cloth 
boards, 2s, 6d, 

THE TRIALS OF RACHEL CHARLCOTE. With Coloured 
Frontispiece. Fcap. 8vo. cloth boards, is. 

VOICES OF NATURE. By the Author of 'Parables of the Kingdom,' 
* Earth's Many Voices,' &c. With Illustrations. Square i6mo. extra cloth 
boards, is. 6d. 

WAYNE. — OLD PATHS: Sermons on the Apostles' Creed. By 
the Rev. E. F, Wayne, M.A. Fcap. 8vo. cloth boards, 3J. 
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WHITWORTH.— ^^^>^ ^y the Rev. W. Allen Whithtorth, 
M,A,y Vicar of St. JohtCs, Hammersmith. 

A BIBLE-CLASS MANUAL— Offices, Prayers, and Intercessions for 
Members of Bible Classes, Royal 32mo. 4</.; extra cloth, red edges, dd. 

THE CHURCHMAN'S ALMANAC FOR EIGHT CEN- 
TURIES (zaoz to 2000), giving the Name and Date of every 
Sunday. Small folio, 2j. 6^. 

THE DIVINE SERVICE. Holy Communion according to the Use 
of the Church of England, with Explanatory Notes and Helps to Private 
Devotion. Fcap. 8yo. paper boards, &/. ; cloth boards, \s, 

[Second Edition, 

The same book, in cloth boards, bound with My Private Prayer-book, 
containing spaces for notes of Special Intercession, i j. dd. complete. 

* The office is printed in larger type at the top, and the notes and helps in 
smaller at the bottom of each page. There is careful instruction on preparation 
and thanksgiving. A book we can recommend.' — Literary Churchman. 

IS IT PEACE.' Words of Encouragement for Anxious Souls. i6mo, 
(id. ; extra cloth, is. 

*A rousing little ^>&,'— GUARDIAN, 

MY PRIVATE PRAYER-BOOK. Containing spaces for notes of 
Special Intercession. Fcap. 8vo. 3^. 

THE NECESSITY OF PERSONAL TESTIMONY IN 
SEEKING THE CONVERSION OF THE UNGODLY: 
and A Plea for Open Prayer-Meetings. Two Addresses on Home 
Mission Work. Demy 8vo. 6d. 

SEVEN PRAYERS ON THE SEVEN WORDS FROM 
THE CROSS. For Distribution on Good Friday, or for use during 

* The Three Hours.' Fifty copies in packet, is. gd, 

WILBERFORCE.— SPEECHES on missions. By the Right 
Rev. Samuel Wilberforce,- D.D. Edited by the Rev. Henry Rowley. 
8vo. cloth boards, p. [Second Edition. 

* This book may be considered an instruction-book ^ not only by its provision of 
so much material ready to hand, lut the lessons it gives as to the real importance 
and stirring interest ojf many facts and figures which seem uninteresting enough 
as generally read in missionary periodicals. It teaches the speaker or the preacher 
how to provide himself well with materials^ and then how to infuse life and 
warmth into them.* -^mfucn Bells, 
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y^XV^XH^OH.— Works by the Right Rev. G.H. Wilkinson, D,D. 
Bishop of Truro, 
ABSOLUTION : A Sermon. 8vo. paper covers, \s. 
BE YB RECONCILED TO GOD. \d, ; ts. per lOO. [New Edit. 
CONFESSION : A Sermon. 8vo. paper covers, i«. 

FIRST STEPS TO HOLY COMMUNION. The Substance 
of Four Simple Instructions after Confirmation. Fcap. 8vo. 6(/. 
A Superior Edition in Old Style, bound in white, ix. 

HINDRANCES and HELPS to the DEEPENING of the 
SPIRITUAL LIFE AMONG CLERGY and PEOPLE, yi, 

HOLY WEEK AND EASTER. Fcap. 8vo. cloth boards, \s. 

[15th Thousand. 

HOW TO KEEP LENT. Notes on Quinquagesima Sunday 

Address. 3^. [nth Thousand. 

HOW TO PEAL WITH TEMPTATION. A Lenten Address. 
Fcap. 8vo. 3</. 

INSTRUCTIONS IN THE DEVOTIONAL LIFE. Fcap. 8vo. 
price dd, A superior edition, is, [54th Thousand. 

INSTRUCTIONS IN THE WAY OP SALVATION. Fcap. 

8vo. price td, A superior edition, is, [30th Thousand. 

LENT LECTURES. Fcap. 8vo. cloth boards, is, [i8th Thousand. 

MORNING AND EVENING PRAYERS FOR CHILDREN. 

On Card, id, 
PENITENTIARY WORK: Its Principles, Method, Difficulties, 

and Encouragements. Fcap. 8vo. price 6^. 

PRAYERS FOR CHILDREN. 32mo. 2^. 

<THE CHASTENING of the LORD.' Four Bible Readings 
given at St. Peter's, Eaton Square. Fcap. 8vo. cloth boards, is, 

[13th Thousand. 
• THE COMMUNION OF SAINTS.' A Help to the Higher 
Life of Communicants. Fcap. 8vo. cloth boards, is, 

[25th Thousand. 
THE POWER OP SUFFERING : A Thought for Holy Week. 
td. per Packet of Twelve. 

THE POWER OP WEAKNESS: A Thought for Good Friday. 

Fcap. 8vo. 3</. 
THOUGHTS for the DAY of INTERCESSION. 

id,\ dr. per lOO. [15th Thousand. 

THOUGHTS ON CALVARY. The Substance of Two Good 
Friday Addresses. Fcap. 8vo. 3^. 

TWO ADDRESSES TO COMMUNICANTS. Fcap. 8vo. 6</. 
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"^WJ^XH^QWn— Edited by the Rt Rev. G. H. Wilkinson, D.D. 

BREAK UP YOUR FALLOW GROUND. A Help to Self- 
Examination. Price 3^. 

SELF-EXAMINATION QUESTIONS. Founded on the Ten 
Commandments and the Church Catechism. Price 2d. 

SIMPLE PRAYERS FOR DAILY USE FOR YOUNG 
PERSONS. Price 2i/. 

WILLIAMSON.— THE OUTSTRETCHED HANDS: Good 
Friday Addresses. By the Rev. Arthur Williamson, M.A., 
Vicar of St. James's, Norlands. Fcap. 8vo. cloth boards, is. 

WILSON.— SACRA PRIVATA: Private Prayers and Meditations. 
By the late Bishop Wilson. 24mo. paper covers, dd. 

THE WONDERFUL VOICE, and other stories. With 
Ten Coloured Plates. Crown 8vo. cloth, bevelled boards, 3^. 6</. 

WOOD.— NUMBER ELEVEN, and Other Stories. By Frances 
H. Wood. Illustrated. i8mo. cloth boards, u. dd, 

WOODHOUSE.— W^^^'^ f>y fh^ R^^ E C. Woodhouse, M.A. 
Rector of St. Mary's , Hultne. 

A »/tANUAL FOR ADVENT : a few Thoughts for Every Day, 
and for Christmas and the New Year. Crown 8vo. cloth boards, 
3j. 6^. [Second Edition. 

A MANUAL FOR LENT: Meditations for Every Day, and for 
the Sundays and Eastertide. Crown 8vo. cloth boards, 3^. td, 

[Fourth Edition. 

Besides several notices from the Church papers, the Christian World 
says : * Tkls is a remarkably good book ; thoughtful, striking, earnest, and 
deeply interesting. It is not scrappy and incoherent, but really full of fower 
and suggestiveness. The style is always clear and cultured. We believe tt to be 
a book which preachers and intelligent laymen will prize greatly, and read with 
profit and pleasure. ' 

WYNNE.— SPIRITUAL LIFE IN ITS EARLIER STAGES. 
Five Lectures for Lent. By Rev. G. R. Wynne, A.M., Vicar of 
Holywood. Fcap. 8vo. cloth boards, is, 6d, 

THE YOUNG STANDARD-BEARER. An illustrated Tem- 
perance Magazine for Children. Price One Halfpenny Monthly. 
Volumes, cloth boards, is, 6d, each. 1881-1885. Cloth cases for 
binding a year's numbers, 6d. 
PublisJud wider the Direction of the Church of England l^emperance Society % 
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A. 6. Cm a New Children's Alphabet 

Absolution, A Sennon 

Acts, Lessons on the 

Adult Classes, Hinu to Teachers of 

Aids to Chiistian Education . 

„ the Study of the Books of Samuel 
Alice and her Cross .... 

Amethirst. The 

A Tale of the London Mission, 1884 
Artist, The 



Be ye Reconciled to God . 
Belf-Ringers, Hints to . . . 
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Convocation Reports 
Coral Missionary Magazine 
Counsels of a Godfather . 

„ on Prayer . . 
Count up the Sunny Days 
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Eastward Ho ! . 

Edith Vernon's Life-Work 

Eirenicon for the Wesleyans, An 
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First Lady of the Land . 

Flying Leaves 

Following Christ .... 

Footprints 

Forms of Prayer to accompany Sermons 

Fortune-Teller 

Four Lads and their Lives 

Four Little Sixes .... 

From Do-nothing Hall to Happy-day 
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